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PRINCESS 


OF 
ChE EF A 
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At the Queen's Theatre in Dor/ct.. 
| Garden. 


[ 
By NAT HANIEL LEE, Gent. 
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Tuque dum procedis, Io Triumphe, 
Non ſemel dicemus; Jo Triumphe, 
Civitas omnis, dabimuſque divis 

Thura benignis. Horat. 
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To the Right Honourable 


CHARLES 


Earl of Dorſer and Middleſex, 


Lord Chamberlain -of His Majeſty's 
Houſhold, and One of His Majeſty's 
Moſt Honourable Privy- Council, Cc. 


May it pleaſe your Lordfhip, 
ls Play, when it was added in 


— 12. 
9 


{ SER) the Character of the Princeſs of 
ge * Jainville, had a reſemblance of 


Marguerite in the Maſſacre of Paris, 
= Siſter to Charles the Ninth, and 

— Wife to Henry the Fourth King of 
Navarre: That fatal Marriage which coſt the 
Blood of fo many thouſand Men, and the Lives 
of the beſt Commanders. What was borrow- 
ed in the Action is beſt ont in the Print, and 
quite obliterated in the Minds of Men. But 
the Duke of Guiſe, who was notorious for a 
bolder Fault, has wreſted two whole Scenes 
from the Original, which after the Vacation he 
will be forc'd to pay. I was, I confeſs, thro' In- 
Vol. I. E 3 dignation, 


6 be Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


dignation, fore'd to limb my own Child; which 


Time, the true Cure for all Maladies, and In- 


uitice have let together again. The Play colt 
me much Pains, the Story is true, and I hope 
the Object will diſplay Treachery in its own 


Colours. But this Farce, Comedy, Tragedy, 


or mere Play, was a Revenge for the refutal of 
the other: For when they expected the moſt 
poliſh'd Hero in Nemours, I gave em a Ruffian 
reeking from Hhetſtoxe's- Park, The Fourth 


and Fifth Acts of the Chances, where Don Fohx 


is pulling down; Marriage Alamode, where 
they are bare to the Waſte; the Libertine, and 
Epſom-Well, are but Copies of his Villany, 
He lays about him like the Gladiator in the Park; 
they may walk by, and take no notice. I beg 
your Lordſhip to excuſe this Account, for in- 
deed *tis all to introduce the Matlacre of Paris 
to your Favour, and approve it to be play'd in 


its firſt Figure. I am 


Var Lordſhip's 
Humble and Obedient Servant, 


5 NA. LEE 
928086 
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Ruft wwas the Glory of the foremoſt KM., 

T Ed hen Truth — 2255 as Fa, did engage: 
When Man to Man cou d avalk with Arms entabin d, 
And went their Griefs in ſpaces of the Wind; © + 
Expreſs their Minds, and ſpea# their Thoughts as clears 
As Eaftern Mornings of ning to the Year. a 
But fince that Law and Treachery came in, 

And open Honefly was mad? à Sin, = 

Men wait for Men, as Dogs for Foxes prey; 

And Nomen wait the ch/ing of the Day. | 

There's ſcarce a Man that wentures to be good; 

For Truth by Knawves was never underſtood : 

For there's the Curſe, when Vice o'er Virtue rules, 
That all the World are Knawves or downright Foels.. 

So they may make Advantage of th” Allay, 

They'll take the Droſi and throw: the Gold away. 
Women turn Uſurers with their own affright, 

And Want's the Hag that rides em all the Night: 

The little Mob, the City Waſtcoateer, 4 
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Will pinch the Back to make the Buttorꝶ bare, 

And drain the laft poor Guinea from her Dear. 

Thus Times are turn'd upon a private End, 

There's ſcarce a Man that's generous to his Friend. 
But there's a Monarch on a 3 ſublime, 

That makes Truth Law, and gives the Poets Rhine 
Be his the Bus neſs of our little Fates, 

Our mean Contentions, and their high Debates. 

By Sea and Land aur moſt Imperial Lord, 

With all the Praiſes bleft that Hearts afford, 8 
Vith Laurels croaun d, unconguer' d by the Sword : 
William the Sovereign of our whole A Fairs, 

Our Guide in Peace, and Council in the Wars. 


E 4 | EP T. 


ELF) Cota pA Seer 
W. is this Wit wvhich Cowley cou d not name ? 
; WY The rare Inducement to a perfet Name, 

The Art of Nature curious in a Frame : 

1s it a Whig, @ Trimmer, or @ Tory, 

Or an old Fop forgotten in the Story? 

*Tis Honour weil d in Honefly's Diſguiſe, 

Or Ceſar /ike a Fencer in a Prize; 

"Tis Pindar's Ramble, Nature in Mif-ruke, 

A Politician ated by a Fool. 25 

"Tis all Variety that Arts can give, 

The Danaid's filling of a leaky Sieve 3 

The Valley's Seweets, and the diſtilling Spring, 1 
The brimming Bacchus that the Mufes bring, 

To drink the Health of England's gloriaus King. 

A Stateſman thoughtful for a Clown revil d, 

A Peſile and a Mortar for a Child. 

'Tis a true Principle, but hardly ſhown, 

An artificial Sigh, a Virgin's Groan, 
When the firft Night her Lower lays her on. 

"Tis like a Laſs that gads to gather May, 

Tis like the Comedy you have to Day; 

A Bullying Gallant in @ auanton Play. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ince of Cle. - Mr. Williams. 

Duke Nemours. Mr. Betterton. 

Bellamore. Mr. 

Facgues. Mr. 

Sz. Andre. : Mr. Lee.' 

Vidam of Chertres: Mr. Gilli. 

Poltrots | Mr. Nokes.. 

WOMEN. 
Prineeſs of Cleve. Mrs. Barry. 
Tournon. Mrs. Lee. 
Marguerite; Lady Slingsby: 

Zlianor. Mrs. Bet terton, 

Celia. 3 Mrs. 

Trene.. Mrs. 

Za March. Mrs. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
Euter Nemours, Bellamore. Fiadles playing. 


NzmovuRs. 
EY OLD there you Monſieur Devo/; pr'ythee 
leave off playing fine in Conſort, and 
ſtick to Time and Tune. Sa 
now. the Song, call in the Eunuch ; come 
my pretty Stallion, hem, and begin. 


S ON G. 


T. 
L L other Bleſſings are but Toys 
To his that in his Sleep enjoys, 
. Who in his Fancy can pofefs 
The Object of his Happineſs 3 
The Pleaſure's purer, for he ſpares 
The Pains, Expences, and the Cares. 


Thus when Adonis got the Stine; * 
Ts love the Boy ftill made his moan-; 
| Venus. 


12 The Princeſs of Cleve, 
Venus the Queen of Fancy came, 
And as he ſlept ſbe cooPd bis Flame; 
The Fancy charm'd him as he lay, 
And Fancy brought the Stone away, 


Nem. Sirrah, ſtick to clean Pleaſures, deep Sleep, mo- 
derate Wine, fincere Whores, and thou art happy ; now 
by this damask Cheek I love thee ; keep but this gracious 
Form of thine in Health, and IU put thee in the way of 
living like a Man — What I have truſted thee with 
My , pong the Princeſs of Cleve; Treaſure is as thy 
Life, nor let the Vidam of Chartres know it; for how- 
ever I ſeem to cheriſh him, becauſe he has the Knack of 
telling a Story malicioufly, and is a great Pretender to 
Nature, I caſt him off here —— Tis too much for him: 
Beſides he is her Uncle, and has a fort of affected Ho- 
nour, that would make him grin to ſee me leap her — 
Hey Facgues When Madam Taurnon comes, 
bring her in; and, hark you, Sir, whoever comes to 
ſpeak with me while ſhe is with me 

Facg. What if the Dauphin comes? _ 

Nem. What if his Father comes, Dog Slave 
Fool! What if Paris were a fire, the Preſident and Coun- 
cil of Sixteen at the Door! I'm fick, I'm not within 
I'm a hundred Miles off My Boſom Dear 580 
young, and yet I truſt thee too But away to the 
Princeſs of C/eve, thou art acquainted with her Woman, 
watch her Motions, my ſweet-fac'd Pimp, and bring me 
word of her riſing. - | 

Bell. She is a Prize, my Lord, and Oh what a Night 
of Pleaſure has Cleut had with her —— the firſt too 

Nem. Any thing but what makes ſuch a Pleaſure, wou'd 
J give for ſuch another - But be gone, and no more of 
this provoking Diſcourſe, leſt raviſhing ſhou d follow thee 


at the Heels, and ſpoil my ſober 2 | 1 
I Eæeunt ſeveralhy, 


Enter Tournon, La March. 
Facg. Madam, my Lord was juſt now asking for you. 
Tour, Go tell him I'm coming Is he 2 
acg. 
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Jacg. Ves But your Ladyſhip knows that's 
all one to him? 

Tour. Honeſt acques, tis pity been Honeſty ſhould 
not be encaurag' | 

L This comes of Pimping, which ſhe calls Ho- 
[Exit Jacq, 
our. Thus thou may ſt ſee the Method of e Queen — 

We are the lucky gere, where fond Men truſt their 

Hearts, and fo ſhe ſifts em through us | 
La M. What of Nemaurs, whom you thus early viſit? 
Tour. The Queen deſigns to rob him of a Miſtreſs, 

Marguerite the Princels of Fainvilk, whom he 

Fir the Knowledge of the Court; and if the Queen be 

Judge, is contracted to her 

The Da loves her too; whereon the 

Who works the Court quite round by Womankin 4, 

And thinks this way to mould his ſupple Soul, 

Reſolves, if poſſible, to gain her for him. 

La M. But how is't poſſible to work the Princeſs from 
the Duke of Nemours, who loves him as the Queen af- 
fects Ambition? 

Tour. Why thus; ſhe knows Nemours his Soul is hem 
Upon Variety ; therefore to gain her ends, 

She has made me ſacrifice my Honour; nay, 

I'm become his Baud, and ply him every Day 

With ſome new Face, to wean his Heart 

From Marguerite's Form; nor muſt you longer be 

Without your Part. 

La M. Employ me ; for you know the Queen com- 
"x "Th Letter d the Tennis- Court 

our ere was a Letter in 

Out of Nemours his Pocket, - told, 

And read laft Night in the Preſence . your Task 

Slily to ininuate with Marguerite. 

This Note which came from ſome abandan'd Miſtreſs, 

Is certainly the Duke's. 
La M. Then ſealouſ roche! 's the ground on which you build, 
Tour. Right, we muſt make em jealous of each other 3 

Jealouſy breeds diſdain in haughty Minds, and o from 


the extremes of violent Love, proceeds to fierceit 7 
Aer 
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Enter St. Andre. 


But ſee the gay, the brisk, the topping Gallant St. Andr 
here, Couſin to Poltrot, who arrived from England with 
a pretty Wife laſt Week, and lodges in the Palace of this 
his related Fool — St. Andre has a Wife too of my ac- 
quaintance Both for the Duke, my Dear; but 
haſte I'm call'd [Exit La M. 

Facg. Madam Tour. I go. [Exit Tournon. 

St. A. Monſieur Zacques, your moſt obliged, faithful, 
Rumble Servant. What, his Grace continues the old 
Trade, I ſee, by the Flux of Bawds and Whores that 
choke up his Avenues z and I muſt confeſs, excepting my 
ſelf, there's no Man fo built for Whoring as his Grace, 
black, ſanguine, brawny ——— a Roman Noſe —- 
long Foot, and a ftif— calf of a Leg. 

9.4 Your Lordſhip has all theſe in Perfection. 

St. A. Sir, your moſt faithful, obliged, humble Ser-, 
yant. ; | 
Boy. My Lord — 

St. A. How many Bottles laſt Night ?- 

Boy. Five, my Lord. 

St. A. Boy. 

Boy. My Bord. 

St. A. How many Whores 

Boy. Six, my Lord. 

St. A. Boy —— 

Boy. My- Lord. | | 

St. 4. What Quarrels, how many did I kill? 

Bey. Not one my Lord — But the Night before you 
hamſtrung a Beadle, and run a Linkman in the Back — 
St. A. What, and no Blood nor Blows laſt Night ? 

Boy. O] yes, my Lord, now I remember me, you 
_ upon a Gentleman that knock'd you down with a 

Ottle. 

St. 4. Not fo loud, you Urchin, leſt I twiſt your Neck 
round — Monſteur Jacques, is his Grace ſtirring ? 

Zacg. My Lord, he's at Council — ks 
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K. A. Od, I beg his on; pray give my Duty to 
kim, and tell — We 8 45 langoithing Air 
or two, I am at the Princeſs of Cle with a Serenade 
Go, Raſcal, go to Monſieur Paltrot — tell him bell be toa 
late Black airy Shape— but then Madam Cleve is vir- 
tuous, chaſte, cold Gad Pll write to her, and then 
ſhe's mine directly; tis but reaſon of courſe, that he that 
has been yok'd to ſo many Dutcheſſes, ſhould at laft back 
a Princeſs: Sir, your moſt oblig'd, faithful and very 


humble Servant, Sir. [Exeunt., 
SCENE IL 
Enter Nemours, Tournon. 


Tour. Undone, undone ! will your ſinful Grace never 
ive over, will you never leave ruining of Bodies and 
amning of Souls ? Could you imagine that 1 
eame for this = What have you done . 4 

Nem. No harm, pretty e, no harm; nay, prithee 
leave blubbering, 8200 52 

Tour. Tis blubbering now, plain blubbering; but be- 
fore you had your Will, 'twas another Tone: Why, 
Madam, do you waſte thoſe precious Tears? each fal- 
ling Drop ſtunes like an Orient Pearl, and ſets a Gaiety 
on a Face of Sorrow. | 

Nem. Thou art certainly the pleaſanteſt of Women- 
kind, and I the happieſt of Men; dear delightful Rogue, 


let's have another Main; like a winning Gameſter, I long + 


to make it t'other hundred Pound, 

Tour. Inconſiderate horrid Peer, will you damn your 
Soul deeper and deeper? Can you be thus inſenſible of 
your Crime ? 

Nem. Why there's it: I was as a Man may be, very 
dry, and thou kind Soul, gav'ſt me a good Draught of 
Drink; now tis ſtrange to me, if a Man muſt be damn'd 

for quenching his Thirſt. 

Tour. Ha, Ha—— Well, I'll ſwear you are ſuch another 
Man— who would have thought you cou d delude a Wo- 
man thus, and a Woman of Honour too, that reſolv'd - 

much 


1 
0 
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much againſt it? Ah, my Lord ! your Grace has a:cun- 
ning 'Tongue. | | 
em. No cunning, Tournon, way is downright, 
leaving Body, State, and Spirit, all for a pretty Woman; 
and when gray Hajrs, Gout and Impotence come, no 
_ but this, drink away Pain, and be gathered to my 
athers. | 

Tour. Oh thon Difſembler, give me your Hand, this 
ſoft, this faithlefs violatmg Hand ; Heaven knows what 

this Hand has to anſwer for. | | 

Nem. And for this Hand, with theſe long, white, round, 
pretty Bobbins, *thas the kindeſt Gripe, and I fo love it; 
now Gad's Bleſſing on't, that's all I ſay — But come tell 
me, what! no new Game? for thou knoweſt I die directly 
without Variety. | 

Tour. Certainly, never Woman lov'd like me ; who 
am not ſatisfied with ſacrificing my own Honour, unleſs 
I rob my Delights by undoing others 

Nem. Come, come, out with it, I ſee thou art big with 
ſome new Intrigue, and it labours for a Vent. 

Tour. What think you of St. Andre's Lady ? 

Nem. That I'm in Bed with her; becauſe thou dareſt 
befriend me. IF 

Tour. Nay, there's more Monſieur Poltrat lodges 
in his Houſe, with a young E-g/;/o Wife of the true 
Breed, and the prettier of the two. 

Nem. Excellent Creature; but command me ſomething 
extravagant, as thy Kindneſs, State, Life and Honour, 

Tour. Yet all this will be loſt when you are married 
to Marguerite. 

Nem. Never, by Heav'n I'm thine, with all the Heat 
and vigorous Inſpiration of an unfleſh'd Lover, and ſo 
will be while young Limbs and Lechery hold tegether; 
and that's a Bond methinks ſhould laſt till Doomſday. 

Tour. But do you believe if Marguerite ſhon'd know? — 

Nem. The Queſtion's too grave When and where 
ſhall I ſee the Gems thou haſt in ftore ? 

Tour. By Noon, or thereabonts; take a turn in Lux: 
emburgh Garden, and one, if not both, ſhall meet you. 

_ Nem. And thou'lt appear in Perſon? 


Tou 2 
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Tour. With Colours flying, a a Handkerchief held outs 

And yet methinks it 2 ainſt my Conſcience. 

Nem. Away, that ſerious has made thee old: 
Conſcience and Confideration in a young Woman tool 
It makes a Baud of thee before thy time. 

Nay, now thou put'ſt mein Poetick Ra 

Cl 1 muſt cow Ronſard to thee : 

your Wives to repare 
t, diſſemble, flatter, lye * ſwear; 
Seas +. her mine, "uſe all your utmoſt Skill, 

Oe ill. bred Croſſneſs in the Will; 

Honour, a Notion ; Piety, a Cheat: 

Prove but ſucceſsful Bauds, and you are great. 

Come, thou wilt meet me. 

2 Tis reſolv'd, I will; till which me, thou dear 
an 
Nem. Thou pretty Woman. 

Tour. 'Thou very dear Man, 

Nem. Thou very pretty Woman, one Kiſs. 

Tour. Hey Ho 

Nem. Now all the Gods go with thee 


Tour. A word from my Lord; you are acquainted with 


theſe Fops ; ſet 'em in the modiſh way of abuſing their 
Wives, they are turning already, and that will certainly 
bring em about. 
Nem. Bellamo re ſhall do't with leſs Suſpicion : Farewel. 
Hey Facgues —— [Exit Tour. 
Facg. y grave Lord of Chartres, welcome 4s 
Health, as 2 and taking R me 
now the Buſineſs of the Court. | 
Vid. Hold it, Nemours, for ever at defagce 3 
Fogs of ill Humour, Damps of Melanch 
Old Maids of Fifty, chok'd with eternal 
Stuff it with fulſome Honour — dozing Vinws, 
And everlaſting Dulneſs husk it round, 
Since he that was the Life, the Soul of ns 
Count R ore is dead. i 
New. Then we may ſay : Yi ** 
Wit was, and Satire is a Carcaſe now. , 


Ie ks alt Debauchwou'd be bis ben. -I 
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But is it certain ? 
Vid. Yes, I ſaw him Duſt, | 

I faw the mighty Thing a nothing made, 
Huddled with Worms, and ſwept to that cold Den, 
Where Kings he crumbl'd juſt like other Men. 

em. Nay then let's rave and elegize together, 
Where Rofdore is now but common Clay, 
Whom every wiſer Emmet bears away, 
And lays him up againſt a Winter's Day. 
He was the Spirit of Wit and had ſuch an Art in 
guilding his Failures, that it was hard not to love his 

aults : He never ſpoke a witty thing twice, tho' to dif- 
ferent Perſons ; his Imperfections were catching, and his 
Genius was ſo luxuriant, that he was forc'd to tame it with 
 Helitation in his Speech to keep it in view —— But, Oh 
how aukward, how inſipid, how poor and wretchedly dull 
is the Imitation of thoſe that have all the Affectation of 
his Verſe, and none of his Wit! 


Enter Jacques. 


 Facg. My Lord, Monſieur Poltrot deſires to kiſs your 
Grace's Hand. | 
| Nem. Let's have him to drive away our Melancholy) 

Vid. I wonder what Pleaſure you can take in ſuch dull 
Dogs, Ailes, and Fools. 

Nem. But this is a particular Fool, Man, Fate's own 
Fool and perhaps it will never hit the like again; he's 
ever the iame thing, yet always pleaſing ; in ſhort, he's a 
finiſh'd Fool, and has a fine Wife; add to this, his late 
leaving the Court of France, and going to England to: 
learn Breeding. 


Enter Poltrot. 


Pol My Lord Duke, your Grace's moſt obedient hum- 
ble Servant; My Lord of Chartres and Monſieur Facques,, 
yours Monſieur ; St. Andre deſires your Grace's Preſence 
at a Serenade of mine and his together — And I mult 
tell your Grace by the way, he is a great Maſter, and the 


. fondeſb 
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fondeſt Thing of my Labours= 

Nem. And the greateſt Oaf in the World. 

Pol. How, my Lord 

Vid. The whole Court wonders you will keep him 
Company. 

Nem. Such a paſſive Raſcal, he had his Shins broke 
laſt Night in the Preſence ; and were it not fear'd you 
wou'd ſecond him, he wou'd be kick'd out of all Society. 

Pol. I ſecond him ! my Lord, [Il fee him damm d ere 
I'll be Second to any Fool in Chriftendom— For to tell 
your Grace tlie Truth, 1 keep him Company, and lie at 
his Houle, becauſe I intend to lie with his Wife; a Trick 
I learnt fince I went into England, where, o' my Con- 
ſcience, Cuckoldom is the Deſtiny of above half the Na- 

Nem. Indeed ! (tion. 

Pol. O there's not ſuch another drinking, ſcowring, 
roaring, whoring Nation in the World — And for little 
London, to my Knowiedge, if a Bill were taken of the 
weekly Cuckolds, it wou'd amount to more than the 
Number of Chriſtnings and Burials together. 

Vid. What, and were you acquainted with the Wits k 

Pol. O Lord, Sir, I liv'd in the City a whole Year to- 
gether ; my Lord Mayor and I, and the Common- Council 
were {worn Brothers cou'd ſing you twenty Catches 
and Drolls that I made for their Feaſt days; but at pre- 
ſent I'll only hint you one or two 

Nem. Pray do us the Favour, Sir: ; 

Pol. Why look you Sir, this is one of my chief ones, 
and I'll aſſure your Grace, twas much ſung at Court too 3; 


O, to Bed to me, to Bed to me— &c. 


| Nen. Excellent, incomparable ! 


Pol. Why is it not, my Lord ? This is no Kickſhaw, 
there's Subſtance in the Air, and Weight in the Words ; 
nay, I'll give your Grace a Taſte of another, the Tune 
k, let me ſee — Ay, ay 


Ci ve me the Laſs that is true Country bre 
11 
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TI preſent your Grace with ſome Words of my own, 
that I made on my Wife before I married her, as ſhe 
fat ſinging one Day in a low Parlour, and playing on 
the Virginals, 
Nem. For Heaven's ſake oblige us, dear pleaſant Crea. 
ture | 
Pol. I'll fwear I'm fo tickliſh you'll put me out, my 
Lord; for I am as wanton as any little Bartholemew 
Fd. Dear, ſoft, delicate Rogue, ſing. (Boar Pig — 
Pol. Nay, I preteſt, my Lord, I vow and ſwear, but 


you'll make me run to a Whore — Lord, Sir, what 


do you mean ? 


Nem. Come then begin- [Poltrot ſings. 


© 
illis 7s fot, Phillis is plump, 
And Beauty made up this delicate Lump';- 
Like a Roſe-bud ſhe looks, like a Lily ſhe ſmells, 
And her Voice is a Note above faveet Philomel's, 


Now a little Smutty, my Lord, is the Faſhion — 


II. 
Her Breaft are two Hillbels where Hearts lie and pant, 
In the Herbage fo foft, for a Thing that they wvant ; 
But mum, Sir, for that, tho a notable Feſt; 
For if I fhow'd name it, you'd call me a Beaft. 


Enter St. Andre without his Hat and Wig. 


St. Andr. My Lord, the Serenade is juſt begun, and if 
ou don't come juſt in the nick—— TI beg your Grace's 
ardon for interrupting you But if you havea Mind 

to hear the ſweeteſt Airs in the World 

New. With all my Heart, Sir — - . 

aol Nay, ſince your Grace has put my Hand in, III 
you, my Lord, before you go, the ſofteſt thing — 
compos d in the Nonage of my Muſe; yet ſuch a one as 
aur beſt Authors Sorrow from. Nay, 2 


nt, 
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your Grace, if they do not ſteal their dying from my kil- 


* t. 4. Nay pr'ythes; Poltrot, thou art ſo ĩmpertinent. 
Pol. No more impertinent than your ſelf, Sir; nor do 
I doubt, Sir, but my Character ſhall be drawn by the 
Poets for a Man of Wit and. Senſe, Sir, as well as ybur 
ſelf, Sir. 
Vid. Ay, I'll be ſworn, ſhall it 
Pol. For I know how to repartee with the beſt; to 
rally my Wife; to kick her too if I pleaſe, Sir; to 
Smiles as faſt as Sir; tho Lay a dying, 
ſlap daſh, Sir; quickly off and quickly on, Sir, and as 
round as a Hoop, Sir ; 
St. A. I grant you, dear Bully, all this ; but let's have 
your Song another time, becauſe mine are begun; 


Pol. Nay, look you, dear Rogue, mine is but a Pro- 


logue to your Play; and by your leave his Grace has a 
Mind 2 it, and he ſhall hear it, Sir 


Near. Ay, and will hear it, Sir, tho' the great Turk 


were at St. Dennis's Gate; come along my Orpheus, and 
then, Sir, we'll follow you to the Prince of Cle 


Ballad — Vben Phebus bad fetch'd, &c. ¶ Exeunt ſinging; 


SCENE III. 
The Prince of. Cleve's Palace. Muſick; 


| 1. 
Ne Rbom for Delight, the Landship of Love, 
I Like a 2400 old 4 * 
With the Curtains half drawn, 


My Love and I lay, in.the cool of the Day 
Till our Joys did remove... N ; 


8. 


n 
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H. | 
So fierce wns our Fight, and fo ſmart ery Stroke 
Peet Lowe, Bonk Scout, T x 
Was put te the Rout; 
His Bow aba unbent, ry Arrow was ſpent; 
And his Quiver all broke. 


Enter Vidam, Nemours. 


It muſt be that which the Queen read at Court, 
But are you ſure the Princeſs of C/:we has ſeen it? 


Turn that way too? She is too grave. 
Niem. Too grave! as if I cou'd not laugh with this, 
and try with that, and veer with every guſt of Paſſion — 
But has ſhe ſeen it? | 


her. | | 

Nem. Then you muſt own it on occaſion, and what- 
ever elſe I ſhall put upon your Perſon 

Vid. Why? 

Nem. Leſt it ſhou'd reach the Ears of Marguerite: 
For, O my Yidam ! tis ſuch a ranting Devil, 
If ſhe believes this Letter mine, when next A 
We meet, beware my. Locks and Eyes — No more: 
But this remember, that you own it. [Exit, 


Enter St. Andre, Poltrot. 


St. 4. His Bow was unbent, dc. [Singing with Poltrot. 
Tome, my Lord, we'll have all over again. 


Enter the Prince of Cleve. 


Vid. See, we have rais'd the Prince of Cleve: 
My Lord, good morrow 


P. C. Good morrow, my good Lord —— Save you, 
Pol. 


my dear Nemours / 


Nem. I have loſt my Letter, and by your Deſcription 


Vid. Why are you ſo concern'd ? Does your wild Love | 


Vid. She has the Letter; the Queen-Dauphin ſent it | 


on 


F. 


* 


der the Eyes, Ha, Ha, 
St. A. Give you Joy, my Lord. Ha, my Lord, Ha. 


Holds up three Fingers. | 


Pol. Ha, my Lord, Ha, — | Holding up five Fingers. 
. C. Youare merry, Gentlemen I'm not in the vein : 
Therefore, Dear Chartres, take theſe Fingers hence. 


97. 4. My Lord, you look a little heavy, ſhall we 


dance, fing, fence, take the Air! ride? 
Vid. Come away, Sir, the Prince is —_— 
St. A. Gad, I remember now I talk of riding, at the 


Tournament of Metæ, as I was riding the great Horſe — 


Vid. Leave off your lying, and come along. 


St. 4. With three puſhes of Pike, and fix hits of 


Sword, I wounded the Duke of Ferrara, Duke of Mi- 
ian, Duke of Parma, Prince of Cleve — 
P. C. My Lord, I was not there 
St. AJ. My Lord — I beg your Lordſhip's Pardon, I 
meant the Vidam of Chartres. 
Vid. You lye; I was then at Rome. 
St. A. My Lord 
Pol. Ha, Ha, — Lord, Lord, how this World is given 


to lying! Ha — Come, come, you're damnably out, 


come away. 
St. A. My Lord, I beg your Pardon, I ſee you are in- 
diſpos'd ; beſides, the Queen oblig'd me this Morning to 
let em chooſe Colours for my Complexion — 
Vid. Hark you, will you go, or ſhall I— 
[Pulling him off by the Noſe. 
St. A. My Friend, my Lord, you ſee, is a little fami- 
lar, but I am ever your Highneſs's moſt humble, faith- 
ful, obedient Servant. IExeunt. 
Manet P. Cleve. 
Full of himſelf, the happy Man is gone; 
Why was not I too caſt in ſuch a Mould ? 
To think like him, or not to think at all. 


Enter the Princeſs of Cleve. 


Had he a Bride like me, Earth would not bear him : 
But, Oh. I wiſh that it might cover me ; 
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Pol. Give you Joy, my Lord ; What, a little blue un- 
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Since Chartres cannot love me: Oh I found it! 
Laſt Night I found it in her cold Embrages; 
Her Lips too cold Cold as the Dew-of Death: 
And ſtill whene'er I preſt her in my Arms, 
1 _ my * —— 4 g | 
rinceſs C. W | Heav'n! my Lord 
Prince of Choe uk 9 a 
P. C. My Life, my deareſt Part ! 
Princeſs C. Why ſighs my Lord? 2 
What have I done, Sir, thus to diſeompoſe you ? 
P. C. Nothing: % 
Princeſs C. Ah, Sir, there is a Grief within, 
And you wou'd hide it fromme. 
P. C. Nothing, my Chartres nothing here but Love. 
Princeſs C. Alas, my Lord, you hide that Secret from 
Which I muſt know, or think you never lov'd me. [me, 
P. C. Ah Princeſs! that you lov'd but half ſo well. 
Princeſs C. I have it then; you think me Criminal, 
And tax my Honour X | 
P. C. O forbid it, Heaven | 
But fince you preſs me, Madam, let me ask you, 
Why when the Princeſs led you to the Altar, 
Why cak'd the Tears upon your bloodleſs Face? 
Why ſigh'd you when your Hand was claſp'd with mine, 
As if your Heart, your Heart rcfuzd to join. 
Princeſs C. Ah, Sig ——— . 
_ oy Behold — with — — 
when were fierce and Joys grew ſtrong, 
Why were bx ry like a Coarſe along? | 
When, like a Victim, by 1 ſide you lay, {ſpeak — 
Why did you gaſp, why did you ſwoon away? Oh 
You have a Soul ſo open and ſo clear, 
That if there be a Fault it — _ | 
Princeſs C. Alas, you are notskill'd/in Beauty's Cares; 
For Oh! when once the God his Wrath declares, 
And Stygian Oaths: have wing d the bloody Dart, 
To make its Paſſage thro' the Virgin s Heart; 
She hides her Wound, and haſting to the Grove, 
Scarce whiſpering to the Winds her conſcious Love, 
The Touch of him ſhe loves ſhe Il not endure, 
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But weeps and bleeds, and ſtrives againſt the Cure: 

So judge of me when any Grief appears, 

Believe my Sighs are kind, and truſt my Tears. e 
P. C. Vanith my Doubts, and jealouſies be gone 

On thy lov'd Boſom let me break my ſoy, 

Oh only Sweets that fill, but never cloy: 

And was it, was it only  Virgin's Fear? 

But ſpeak for ever, and I Il ever hear, 

Repeat, and let the Echos deal it round, 


| While liſt'ning Angels bend to catch the Sound; 


Nay, figh and weep, drain all thy precious Stoce, 

Be kind, as now, and [I'll complain no more. [Exits 
- Princeſs C. Was ever Man o worthy to be lov'd, 

So good, fo gentle, ſoſt a D.ipolition! 

As if no Gaul had mix'd with his Creation: 

So tender, and fo fearful to diſpleaſe, 

No barbarous Heart but thine wou'd ſtop his Entrance 
But thou, Inhuman, baniſh'd him from lis own. 

And while the Lordly Maſter lies without, 

Thou Traitereſs, riot'ſt with a Thief within. 


Enter Irens. 


Irene. Ah, Madam, what new Grief! 
Princeſs C. Alas, Iren. 
Thou Treaſurer of my Thoughts 
What ſhall I do? how ſhall I chaſe Nemours, 
That Robber, Raviſher of my Repoſle ? | 

Irene. For the == Care you wiſh,” may I enquire 

Whether you think the Duke inſenſible, 
Indifferent to the reſt of Woman-kind ? 

Princeſs C. I muſt confeſs I did not think him fo, 
'Tho' now I do — But wou'd give half my Blood 
To think him otherwile. e 

Irene. Without the Expence, | 
There take your Wiſh —— a Letter which he dropt 
In the Tennis- court, given the Queen Dauphin 
By her Page, and ſent to you to read for your Diverſion. 

Princeſs C. Alas! Jre | | 


' Why trembles thus my Hand, why beats my Hear? | 
ut 


vol. 1. F 
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But let us yead — Reads — ů— 
Your Affection has been divided betwixt me and another, 
you are falſe — a Traitor to the trueſt Lover — never 
fee me more | 

Princeſs C. Ah! 'tis too plain, I thought as much be- 
fore; but Oh! we are too apt to excuſe the Faults of 
thoſe we love, and fond of our own undoing. 

Support me, Oh! to bear this dreadful ang, 

This Stab to all my gather'd Reſolution. 

Irene. Read it again, and call Revenge to aid you. 

FOE * he makes his -boaſt too of the 


ONqUER 3 
For Oh! my Heart, he knows too well my Paſſion =—» 
But as thou haſt inſpir'd me, I'll revenge 
The Affront, and caſt him from my poiſon'd Breaſt, 
To make him room that merits all my Thoughts. 


Enter the Prince.of Cleve with Nemours. 


P. C. Madam, there is a Letter fall'n by Accident into 
your Hands my Friend comes in behalf of the Vi. 
dam of Chartres to retrieve it; when I am diſmiſs'd from 
the King my Lord, 1'll wait you here again. 

Nem. My Lord. 

P. C. Not a Step further. Ie. C. 

Nem. Madam, I come moſt humbly to inquire whe- 
ther the Dauphin Queen ſent you a Letter which the Vi- 
dam loſt ? | 

Princeſs C. Sir, you bad better 
Find the Queen Dauphin out, tell her the Truth : 

For ſhe's inform'd the Letter is your own. 

Nem. Ah, Madam! I have nothing to confeſs 
In this Affair —— or if I had, believe me, 

Believe me theſe Sighs that will not be kept in, 

I ſhould not tell it to the Dauphin Queen. 

But to the purpoſe ; Know, my Lord of Chartres 
Receiv'd the Note you ſaw from Madam Taurnan, 
A former Miſtreſs Nut the Secret's this — 
The Siſter of our Henry long has lov'd him. 


Prince/5 C. I thought the King þutended her for * 
N. 


. 
N. 


— — 
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Nem. True, Madam, but the Vidam is belov'd ; 
In ſhort he dropt the Letter, and defir'd, 
For fear of her he loves, that I wou'd own it; 
I promis'd tao to trace the Buſineſs for him, 
And-if twere poſſible, regain the Letter. - [cretion, 
Princeſs C. he J dam then has ſhewn but ſmall Diſ- 
Being engag'd ſo high 
Why did he not hurn the Letter? 
Nem. But, Madam, ſhall I dare preſume to ſay, 
'Tis hard to be in Love and to be wiſe? 
O did you know like him — - like him! Like me, 
What tis to languiſh in thoſe reſtleſs Fires. | 
Princeſs C. Irene, Irene, reſtore the Duke his Letter. 


Enter Irene. 


Nem. Madam, You've bound me eyer to your Srveice, 
But Il retire and ſtudy to repay, 
If ought but Death can quit the Obligation. [Exit. 
Princeſs C. O tis too much, I'm loſt, I'm loſt again 
The Duke has clear'd himſelf, to the confuſion 
Of all my ſettl'd Rage, and vow'd Revenge; 
And now he ſhews more oye than before : 
He comes again to wake my oeping F aſlion, 
To rouze me into Torture; O the Racks 
Of hopeleſs Love! it ſhoots, it glows, it burns, 
And thou, alas! ſhalt ſhortly cloſe my Eyes. 
Irene. Alas! you're pale already. | 
Princeſs C. Oh Irene, 
Methinks I ſee Fate ſet two Bowels before me, 
Poiſon and Health, a Husband and Nemanrs; 
But ſee with what a Whirl my Paſſions move; 
J lothe the Cordial of my Husband's Love: 
But when Nemours my Fancy does recall, 
The Bane's ſo ſweet that I cu d drink it all. [Exeure. 
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ROE Se AR 
ACTI. SCENEL 


Euter Tournon, La March. 


TourNonN, ' 


r works, my Dear, it works beyond be: 


lief; 
The Letter which he loſt has ſprung a 
. Mine | 
WSN That ſhatters all the Court, each jealous 
W Dutcheſs | 


Concludes her Man concern'd, and ſtraight employs 
A Confident to find the Myſtery out. 
But that which takes the . and makes me die 
With Pleaſure, is, that Marguerite thinks, 
Spite of the Imprecations of Nemours, 

The Letter ſent to him. 

La M. I ſee em move this way. 

Tour. Haſte to St. Andre's Palace, watch their Wives, 
till I appear — I have promis'd Nemours an Aſternoon- 
Aſſignation with them in Luxemburg Garden, but I will 
antedate the Bus'neſs as he is waiting, and ſet Marguerite 
upon him juſt as he meets 'em, which will heighten the 
Deſign; be gone while I attend the Bus'neſs here — 

| [Exit La March, 


Enter Marguerite, Nemours. 


Marg. Away,you have combin'd toruin me, [The Vid. 

You have conſpir'd the Death of her you hate; 

But tell me, Oh! confeſs and I'll forgive thee ; 

Say it was thine, nay, look not on the Vidam, 

'There is Diſcourſe in Eyes, Conſent, Denial, 

All underſtood by Looks : fay it was thine, 

Confeſs and lay this Tempeſt with a Word. 

Not yet? why then I'll have it in deſpite 

Of thee and him, I'll ſell my Soul to Hell, 


If Woman can be worth the Devil's purchaſe, 
After 
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After ſhe has been blown upon by Man ; 
That I may tell thee, as I fink for ever, 
Thou haſt been falſe. 

Nem. You have heard me more than once 
Afirm, the Vidan (if you'll give him leave) 

Wilt own. it to your Face. 

Marg. Furies and Hell! 

Tour. Have Patience for an Hour, I'll bring you to the 
Place, where, if. you pleaſe, you may fleſh your Fingers: 
in the Blood of thoſe young Women, whom he meets to 
enjoy. 

Marg. No, no, I have a better Caſt, if I can con- 
quer this riſing Spleen How long will it be ae 
you cal] me? | 

Tour. An Hour, or thereabouts 

Marg. And by that time I'll put on a Diſguiſe ; fail. 
not | 
Tour. But what do you intend ? 

Marg. I know not yet my ſelf; Revenge 

Four. You had a Lover once, Francis the Dauphin — 

Marg. Oo then the laſt Card I know not 

what; 
The Dauphin ſnhall I'll do't, and openly affront him — 
And as the little Worſhippers adore me, 
Spy the Duke out, and leaning on the Prince, 
Enquire who's that: It ſhall be fo, I will 
Revenge, Revenge, and ſhew thy ſelf true Woman 
Down then, proud Heart, down Woman, down, I'll try, 
TIl dot, I've ſworn, to curb my Will or die, UE c unt. 


SCENE IL. 


Enter St. Andre, Poltrot, Bellamore. 


Bell. Well, Gentlemen, good morrow, and remember 
my Counſel, 

Pol. What, to bear our ſelves like Men of Wit and 
Senſe, ſnub our Wives, rally em, and be as witty as the 


Devil? 
F 3 St. A. 


30 The Princeſs of Cleve. 


St. A. With all my heart; tis not my time of Aﬀig. 0 
nation yet with my Dutcheſſes, and this is very faſhionable, f 
Bell. I've put you in the way t 
And ſo good morrow. | [Exit, J 
Pol. They come, they come: [Enter Elianor and Celia. t 
Walk by 'em, take no notice, and repeat Verſes. 
Phillis did in fo ftrange a Poſture lie, ; 
_ Panting and breathleſs, languiſhing her Eye; 
She ſecm'd to live, and yet ſhe ſeem'd to die. t 
St. A. I grow fick of the Wife — Pr'ythee, Pot 
trot, let's go. 


Pol. Whither thou wilt, ſo we get rid of em 
Z'life, I am as weary of mine, as a modiſh Lady of her | 
7 N. Wha does the Maggot bite, you muſt be 

Cel. What, does t a e, you joggin 
from this place of little Pals yet I * reſolved £4 —— | 
ſome Reaſon, why a Wife may not be as good Compa- | 
ny as a Wench. | | 

Pol. Pr'ythee, Spouſe— do not provoke me; for 
1 ein, and ſhall repartee thee to the | 

VII. ATT | 

EI. Pray, St. Andre, leave trying your Cutls, your 
affected Nods, Grimaces, taking of Snuff, and anſwer 


-me Why are we not as pleaſing as former- 
ly ? 
This Amarum is very pugnant ——— hy, Nell, I 


can give no more Reaſon for my Change of Humour, 
than for the turning of a Weather. cock; only this, I 
love Whoring, becauſe I love Whoring. 

Pol. Nay, ſince 9 us, know I can give a 
Reaſon; we run after Whores, becauſe you bar us from 
em As ſome take Pleaſure to go a Deer- 
ſtealing that rave fine Parks of their own ——— Gad, 
and there I was with her —— This itch of the Blood, 
Spouſe, is nothing but a Spice of the firft great Jilt your 

Grand- mother Ewe ; we long for the Fruit, becauſe it 
is forbidden. 

Se. A. Nay, that's not all, for Miſſes are really more 
pleaſant than a Wife can be, Probatum eft, A A 

es 


a 8 


able. 


Exit. 


elia. 
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dares not aflame the Liberty of Pleafing like a Miſs, for 
fear of being thought one. A Wife may pretend to da- 
tiful Affection, and baftle below, but muſt be fill at 
Night. Tis Miſs alone may be allow'd Flame and Rap- 
tare, and all that ? 

Cel. Yet how do you know, but a Wife may have 
Flame and Rapture, and all that ? —— 

Pol. "Tis impoffible ; tis the nature of a Wife to be as 
cold as Stone —= There's a Slap-dafh for you. 

Cel. Yet out of a Stone a Man of Senſe would ſtrilce 
Fire: There's Slap-daſh for you — 

EI. Will you be conſtant to us, if we make it appear 
by your own Confeſſion, that we can pleaſe as well as the 
ſubtleſt She that ever charm'd you? 

St. A. Till which Miracle come to paſs, fince twas 
your own Propoſition, I Sr. Andre and thou Elrancr 
come not between a Pair of Sheets —o 

Fl. How fhou'd they know then? 

Pol. Nor I Anthony with thee Celia. 


El. But we hope you are not in earneſt, you, cant o: 


be ſo inhumane. |; ws 

Cel. "Tis a Curſe beyond all Curſes, th have a Man 
that can, and will not; tis worſe than teaching a Fool, 
or leading the Blind. - | 

EI. To marry and live thus, is to be like Fiſh in froſty 

Weather, have Water, but pine for want of Air. 

Cel. Yet, who knows bat Heaven may ſend ſome kind 
good Man, that in mere Pity may break the Ice, and 
give us a Breathing ? 

El. Can you be ſo hard-hearted ? 

Pol. Come, Bully, let's away, for fear we ſhould 
melt: Look ye, Spouſes of ours, if our Wenches prove 
ill· hu mour'd, we'll come back to you. 

St. A. Agreed, rather than grow ruſty, let our Wives 


file us —— Bat, I thank Heaven, 'tis not come to 


that yet —— There's no ſuch Want, PH have you to 
know, Nell, there's no Woman can refit me if ſhe 
wou'd ; no Datcheſs ſcapes me, if I make it my Buſi- 
neſs to compaſs her. | 
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Pol. Any Man of Wit and Senſe, like us, charms all 
Women, as one Key unlocks all Doors at Court — 
Nay, I'll ſay a bold Word for my ſelf; Turn me to the 
ſharpeſt Shrew that ever bit or ſcratch'd, if I do not 
make her feed out of my Hand like a tame Pigeon, 
may ] be condemned to lie with my Wife. 

El. Fleſh and Blood can endure no longer, you are 
the vaineſt lying Fellows that ever liv'd : You compeſ 
a Dutcheſs! -— There's not a Footman but wou'd 
thame you. | 

St. A. Z'death and Fury, if they ſhou'd try 

Cel. You pitiful, ſneaking, raſcally Cackolds, counte- 
nanc'd Scoundrels, that dare beipatter Ladies of Ho- 
nour thus —— For Heaven ſake, what are you? how 
do you live? and where do you ſpend your Time; in 
LJennie-Courts, Taverns, Eating-houſes, Baudy houſes, 
where you quarrel in Drink for your Trulls, who while 
you manfully fight their Cauſe, they run away with 
your Hats and Belts 

EI. Then you come home, and then ſwear you'll be 
reveng'd on this Lord, or that Duke, that aſſaulted you 
iingle, with all his Footmen. | 

Cel. And, ſays my Gentleman, if I had not been the 
molt skiiful Perſon alive, my Body had been by this 
time like an old-faſhion'd Suit, pink'd all over, and full 
of Ilet-holes. | | 

E]. But did he not diſarm my Lord at laſt? 

Cel. By all means, and made him beg his Life. 

EI. When indeed he compounded with the Conſtable 
for his own Liberty. 

Cel. You Perſons of Quality ! What Perſon of 

Honour wou'd keep Company with ſuch Debauchees ? 
Z'life, Madam, an Orange-Wench is above their Am- 
bition. 
EI. An Orange-Wench! If they can but run in her 
Debt, and the poor Creature come dunning 'em to their 
Lodgings, they'll ſwear they lay with her, when they 
dare not be known that they are within. 

Cel. Sometimes lie lolling upon a long Scarf in the 


Play-houſe, talking loud and affectedly, and ſwear at 
Night, 
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Night, they had the prettieſt Thing juſt come out of the 
Country. 

20 And wiſh themſelves damn'd, if ſhe did not ſmell. 
of the Graſs. 

Cel. When in truth *twas ſome diſguis d Baud, that 
met them there according to Aſſignation. 

Pol. Hark you, Potiphar's Wife of mine, by Pha- 
raob's lean Kine thou ſhalt ftarve for this. | 

St. A. And for thee, Nell, Mark me; thou 
ſhalt dream and be tormented with Imagination, like 
one that having drunk hard is thirſty in the Night, 
dreams of Veſſels. brimful, and drinks, and drinks, yet 
never is ſatisfied. 

Pol. For my part, I'll ſerve my damn'd Wife as Tan - 
talus was puniſh'd; the Fruit ſhall bob at her Lips, 
which ſhe ſhall never enjoy. * [Exeunt St. A. Pol. 

EI. Very well, the World's come to a fine Paſs ; if 
this be marrying, wou'd. I were.a Maid again. Men 
take Wives now as they ſnatch up a Gazette, look it 
over, and then fling it by. 

Cel. They forget us in a Day or twd; or if they read 
us over again, tis only to rub up Remembrance, and 
commonly they fall aſleep ſo. 

2 EI. What's to be done, Child ? for rather than live 
us 
Cel. Rather than live thus, let's do any thing. 

El Any thing, Rogue; why Cuckolds are Things. 

Cel. Perhaps they think we have no ſuch thing as 
Fleſh and Blood about us; but we'll make em know, 
a young Woman, in the Flower of her Age, is not 
like painted Fruit in a Glaſs, only. to be looked on —— 
Perhaps you are a more contemplative Perſon, and will 
go further about. | 

EI. What, dear Rogue, doſt think I will leave thee? 
By this Kits not I. | | 

Cel. Thus then we'll ſlip on long Scarfs, and black 
Gowns, put on Masks, and ramble about. 

EI. Rare Rogue, let me kiſs thee again — Certainly 
Intriguing is the pleaſanteſt part of Life ; to meet a Gal- 


lant abroad in a. Summer's Evening, and laugh away 
F 5 | an 
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an Hour or two in a Garden-Bower, where no body 
ſees nor no body knows, methinks, tis ſo pretty and 
harmleſs; Lord ! how'it works in my Fancy 

Cel. We muſt tell Madam Tournon by all means 
EI. I believe her Secret, and know her very pood-na- 
tur'd ; but for all that, 'methinks The has the Gem of u 
refin d Florence Baud — 


Euter Tournon. 


Cel. The better for oar Purpoſe; the comes as wiſh'd. 

Tour. Dear preciousRofebuds, your Servant, . now for 

all the World you look as you were new blown: And 

_— do ye, my pretty Primroſes ? tis a whole Day ſmce 
w ye. 

Cel. Oh, Madam! we have a Suit to your Ladyſhip, 

Tour. I grant it whate'er it be, fpeak my Hyacinth. 

E]. Our Husbands are worſe than ever. 

Cel. They uſe us as if we had neither Beauty nor 
Portion. 

Tour. What's this J hear? O ingrate and ignoble! Re- 
venge your ſelves, Sweetings — Tis time to pule and 
put Finger in Eye when you are paſt Propagation. But, 
my Lady birds, you are in your prime; let me touch 

our delicate Hands — Well, and do not theſe humid 

alms claim a Man —— Nay, and your Breafts, Lord! 
Lord ! how ſwoln and hard they are] how they heave 
and pant now, by Cynthia, as if they were ready to 
- burſt! Look to't, have a care of a Cancer; draw em 
down, draw em down; for let me tell you, Jewels, it 
may be dangerous for you to go thus long without Cul- 
tivation. | 

El. What wou'd you have us do, Madam? 

Tour. Do, Violet, why de as all the World does be- 
fide, loſe no ['ime, catch him by the 'Forelock ; get a 
Man to your Mind — Pl acquaint you with one that's 
as true as the Day, that will fight hke a Lion, and 
love like a Sparrow He has Eyes as black as 
Slows, you can hardly look on em; and a Skin fo 


white 
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white — and ſoft, as Sattin with the Grain: And f 
thee, Tulip —— | 

Col. For me, Madam 

Tour. For thee, Honey-Suckle; fuch a Man, well, T 
Hall never forget him, ſuch a ftraight Bole of a Body, ſuch 
« Trunk, ſuch « Shape, fuch a quick Strength; he will 
over any thing he can lay his Hand on, and vaults to 
Admiration. 
> But, Madam, will you provide us Lodgings on oc- 

on? — 

Tor. The richeſt in the Town, the coftlieft Hang- 
ings, great Glaſſes, Ching Diſhes, Silver Tables, Silver 
Stands, and Silver Urinals — And then theſe Galants 
are the cloſeſt Lovers, ſo good at keeping a Secret 
Well, give me your Man that ſays nothing, but minds 
the Bus'neſs-inghand —- Far a ſecret Lover's like a Gun 
char by with white Powder, does Execution but makes 
no Noiſe. 
7 Gel. Well, and let me tell you, that's the Point, Ma- 

am —— 

Torr. Ay, and tis a precious Point, a feeling Point, 
and a pl Point; you ſhall know him, you muſt 
know him, 1 mall die if you don't know him — He 
has the Fling of a Gentleman. 

BI. Pray, Madam, how's that? 

TLaur. Why thus, Apricock —- into your Arms, then 
Rops your th with a double-tongu'd Engliſß Kiſe, 
that you can't be angry with him for your Blood. 

Cal. I know®tis my filthy Country way But I'll 
. wo if he ſhould ſerve me fo, my Blood would riſe 
at . | 

Tour. But then you'd repent and fall before him ; for 
he has the molt particular obliging way, and ſhe whom 
he 12 loves, is ſo obliged witn his Particular — 
Well, for my part, my Twins of Beauty, I fer an infinite 
Value on their.Caretloe, Diſtreſſes, and Addreſſes; nay, 
I cou'd refuſe a Quilt Imperial to be obliged by them, 
tho on the bare Boards, or the cold Stones. 


Tour. 
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Taur. They are, my Bloſloms— Then they kiſs be- 
yond Imagination, juſt for all the World as when you 
cut a pure juicy China Orange, the: Goodneſs runs over — 
Lord ! now it. comes in my Cogitation, I'm juſt now 
Soing to take a View of em in Luxemburg Garden, 
where, if you pleaſe to walk, they ſhall ſun themſelves 
in your Smiles — Come, my Carnations ; nay, I pro- 
teſt, I will not go before ye: 

Ccl. But, Madam, we're at home.. 

Tour. O Lord, Beauties, I know not the Way. 

EZ. Indeed, Madam, you muſt — or we ſhall uſe 
Violence — 

Tour, Well, Ladies, fince tis your Command, I dare 
not but obey. | [Exeunt. 


SCEN E III. 
Enter Nemours, Bellamore. 


Nen. Thou dear ſoft Rogue, my Spouſe, my Hepbef 
tion, my Ganymede, nay, if I die to Night the Duke 


dom's thine — But art thou ſure. the Princeſs of Cleve 


withdraws here after Dinner ? 


Bell. One.of her Women, whom I have debauct'd, 
tells me tis her Cuſtom : you may ſlip into the Cloſet 
and over-hear all; and yet, methinks, tis hard, becauſe 


the Prince of Cleve loves you as his Life. = 

Nem. I ſav'd his Life, Sweetheart, when he was aſ⸗ 
faulted, by a Miſtake, in the Dark; and ſhall he grudge 
me a little fooling with his Wife for ſo ſerious an Obli- 


gation? 
Ente, the Vidam. 


A Pox upon him, here comes the Vidam with his four 


Morals — 
Vid. T is certain 1 like her — She's very pretty, and 

Turnan ſhall help me to her — - > 
ems 


% 
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Vin. In Love, by my Lechery — Ay, and ſhe ſhalf 
help thee to her — But who, but who ist, my Man of 
Principles— 

Vid. To tell your Grace, I am ſure were to be a Man 
of none for my ſelf —— You that are the Whores In- 
roſſer — Let me ſee — There's Tournon your Ubiquita- 
ry Whore, your Baud, your Baud Barber, or Baud 
Surgeon, for you are ever under her Hands, and ſhe 
plaiſters you. every Day with new Wenches —— Then 
there's your Domeſtick Termagants — Elianar and Ces 
fa, with ſomething new in Chaſe—— Why you outdo 
Ceſar himſelf in your way, and dictate to more Whores 
at once than he did to Knaves — Believe me, Sir, in a 

little time you'll be nicknam'd the Town-Bull. 

 Nem. Why there's the difference betwixt my Senfe 
and yours; wou'd I were, and your darkling Miſtreſs the 
firli thould. come in my way, Fove and Europa. I'd leap 
her in thy Face — Why, how now, Vidam, what 
Devil has turn'd. thee grave, the Devil of Love, or. the 
Devil of Envy ? | 
Vid. Friendſhip, mere Friendſhip and Care of your 
Soul ; I thought it but juſt to tell. you, the whole Town 
takes notice of your way. 

Nem. Why then the whole Town does me 
becauſe I take no notice of theirs : thus tother Night I 
was in Company of two or three well-bred Fops that 
found fault with my Obſcenity, and proteſted, 'twas fuch 
a way — Why, 'tis the way of ye all, only you ſneak 
with it under Clokes like Tailors and Barbers; and ], 
as a Gentleman ſhou'd do, walk with it in my Hand. 
For pr'ythee obſerve, does not your Prieſt the ſame thing? 
Did not I ſee Father Patrick declaiming againſt Fleſh in 
Lent, ſtrip up to the Elbow; and telling the Congrega- 
tion he had eat nothing but Fiſh theſe twenty Years, yet 
proteſt to the Ladies, that fat Arm of his, which was a: 
chopping one, was the leaſt Member about him ? 
Bell. Faith, and it may be ſo too. 

Nem. Does not your Politician, your little great Man 


ef Bus'neſs, that ſets the World together by the _—_ 
ter- 
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after all his plotting, drudging, and ſweating and Jyin 
retire to ſome little Punk, and untap at Night? ing 
Vid. I ſubmit to the Weight of your Reaſons, and 
eonfeſs the whole World does you juſtice; wherefore, I 
judge it fit, that they bring your Grace their Wives and 


Daughters to make you amends. 


Nem. Why now thou talk*ſt like an honeft Fellow ; 
for never let Buſineſs flatter thee, Fram, into Nenſente: 
Women are the fole Pleaſure of the World; nay, I had 
rather part with my whole Eſtate, Health, and Senſe, 
than loſe an Inch of my Love — I was tother Day at 
a pretty Entertainment, where two or three grave poli- 
tick Rogues were wondring, why Women ſheu'd be 
brought into Plays: I as gravely replied, The World 
was not made without em. He full pop upon me 

But, Sir, it had been better if it had — | 
' 9#id. And then, no doubt, a gloomy Smile arofe — 

Nem. Theſe are your Rogues, Frank, that would be 
thought Criticks, that are never d but with ſome. 
thing new, as they call it, juſt, proper, and never as 
Men fpeak : you're out of the way Men, that hate us 
Rogues with a way 

Bell. But after all, they'll thus run you down, and fay 
your Grace is no Scholar — 

Nem. Why, faith, nor wou'd be, if Learning muſt 
wrench a Man's Head quite round. I underftand my 
Mother-tongue well enough, and ſome others, juſt as 1 
do Women, not to be marry'd to them, but to ferve-my 
turn; what's good in them never ſcapes me; but as 
for Points and Tags, for which theſe ſolemn Fops are to 
be valued, I flight \em, nor wou'd remember em if T 
cou'd ; for he that once liſtens to jingling ten to one if 
ever he gets it out of his Head while he lives But 
pr'ythee be gone, and leave me to my muſing, find 
Tournon out, my Vidam, and bid her remember the 
Handkerchief --—— — Away, thou art concern'd in the 
Bus'neſs, therefore away. [Ex. Vid. Bell. 


Enter 
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Nem. She comes, ye Gods, with what a pompous State; 
The Stars and all Heav'n's Glories on her wait. 
That's out of the way too — But now for my Cloſet. 
{Exvt. 
Princeſs C. No, no, I charge thee pity me no langer; 
But on the Earth let us conſult our Woes: 
For Earth I ſhall be ſhortly ; fit and hear me, 
While on thy faithful Boſom thus I lean 
My aking Head, and breathe my cruel Sorrows. 
Tre. — ſpeak, they'll Rrangle if con- 
tain'd — | 
Princeſs C. As late I lay upon a flow'ry Bank, 
My Head a little heav'd beyond the — 
To look my Troubles in the rockleſs Stream, 
I flept, and dreamt I ſaw 
The Boſom of the Flood unfold ; 
I aw the naked Nymphs ten Fathom down, 
With all the Cryſtal Thrones in their green Courts below, 
Where in their baſy Arms Nemours appear'd : | 
His Head reclin'd, and ſwoln as he were drown'd, 
While each kind Goddeſs dew'd his fenſeleſs Face 
With Nectar's Drops to bring back Life in vain : 
When on a ſudden the whole Synod roſe, 
And laid him to my Lips — O my Jrene / 
Forgive me Honour, Duty — Love forgive me; 
n found a Pleaſure I = felt _ 
iffolving Pains, and fwimming fhuddering Joys, 
To which my Bridal Night with Cleve was dull 
Enter the Prince of Cleve. 


ren. Behold him, Madam. 


P. C. Ha! my Chartres — How — 
Why on the Earth ? | 
Princeſs C. Becauſe, my Lord, it ſuits 
The humble Poſture of my ſad Condition. | 
P. C. Theſe Starts again; but why thy ſad Condition? 


O riſe and te!l me why this Melancholy ? 
Why 


—— 
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Why fall thoſe Tears? Why heaves this Boſom thus? 
Nay, I then muſt conſtrain thee with my Arms. [Ri/c;, 
Id t poſſible ? Does then thy load of Grief 
Oppreſs thee ſo, thou canſt not ſpeak for fighing — 
Ah, Chartres, Chartres! then thou didſt but ſooth me, 
There is ſome Cauſe toa frightful to be told, 

And thou haſt learnt the Art too to diſſemble. [Soul, 

. © Princeſs C. O Heavens! diſſemble when I ſtrip my 
Shew it all bare, and trembling to your View; 

Can you ſuſpect me, Sir, for a Diſſembler ? 
P. C. By all my Hopes, Doubts, Jealouſies, and Fear, 
I know not what to think; I think thou ſhow'ſt 
Thy inmoſt TH, and now I think thou doſt not. 
I think there is a Boſom Secret ſtill, 
And have a Dawn of it through all thy Folds 
That hide it from my View: O truſt me, Clewe / 
Truſt me whate'er it be; I love thee more 
Than thou lov'ſt help for that which thus enthrals thee. 
Truſt thy dear Husband, O let looſe the Pain 
That makes thee droop, tho' it ſhou'd be my Death 
By thy dear ſelf I'll weleome it to eaſe thee. 
Princeſs C. Thou beſt of all thy Kind, why ſhou'd. 
you rack me, 
Who dare not, cannot ſpeak ?— No more but this, 
Take me from Paris, from the Court. 
P. C. Ha, Chartres, how ! 

What, from the Court of Paris, why? 

Princeſs C. Becauſe— my. Mother's Death-Bed Coun- 
ſel ſo adviſed me, 

Becauſe the Court has Charms, becauſe L love 

A Grotto beſt, becauſe 'tis beſt for you, 

And me, and all the World, | : 

P. C. Becauſe, Oh Heaven ! 

Becaule there is ſome curſed Charm at Court, 

Which you love better than me and all the World. 

The Reaſon's plain, for which you won'd remove;. 

To loſe the Mem'ry of ſome lawleſs Love. 

Princeſs C. Why then am I detain'd, if that's your tear? 
P. C. It is, it ought, and ſhall, and Oh! you muit 

Confeſs this horrid Falſhood to my Face. 

Princeſi 
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Princeſs C. Never, my Lord, never confeſs a Lye; 
By Heav'ns, I love your Life above my own. | 
P. C. Not that, not that, ſpeak home and fly not wide, 
Swear by thy ſelf, thou dearly purchas'd Pleaſure, d 
Swear by thoſe chaſter Sweets thy Mother left thee ; 
Swear that thy Soul, which cannot hide a Treaſon, 
Prefers me even to all the World; hold, precious, _ 
Swear that thou lov'ſt him 8 only lov'ſt him, 
And in ſuch Senſe as not to love another. | 
Princeſs C. Ah, Sir! Why will you fink me to your Feet, 
Where I muſt lie and groan my Life away ? ( band. 
P. C. Speak, Chartres, ſpeak, nor let the Name of Hui» 
Sound Terror to thy Soul; for by my Hopes 
Of Paradiſe, howe'er thou uſeſt me, 
I am thy Creature, ſtill to make and mould me 
Thy cringing crawling Slave, and will adore 
The Hand that kills me 
Princeſs C. Oh, you are too good! 
And I muſt never hope for Pardon Yet 
I cou'd excuſe it; but, my Lord, I will not. 
Know then cannot I ſpeak ? 
P. C. Nor I by Heaven. 
Princeſs Ge I love. 
P. C. Go on. | | 
Princeſs C. I love you as my Soul. 
P. C. Ha! ——But the reit. 
Princeſs C. Alas, alas, I dare not. 
P. C. Why then, farewel for ever. 
Princeſs C. Stay and take it 
Take the extremeſt Pang of tortur'd Virtue, 
Take all, I love, I love thee Cleve as Life: 
But Oh! I love another more 
P. C. Oh Chartres ! Oh 
Princeſs C. Why did you wrack me then? 
You were reſolved, and now you have it all. 
P. C. All Chartres ! All! Why, can therethen be more Z 
But riſe, and know I by this Kiſs forgive thee. 
Thou haſt made me wretched by the cleareſt Proof 
Of perfect Honour that ever flow'd from Woman. 
But crown the Miſery which you have begun, il 
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And let me know who tis you won'd avoid; 
Whois the happy Man that had the Power 
To burn that Heart which I cou'd never warm. 
Princeſs C. Forgive me, Sit; in this, Prudence command 
Eternal Silence | 
P. C. Ha! if filent now, 
Why didſt thou ſpeak at all ? if here thou ſtopp'ſt, 
J ſhall conclude that which I thought thy Virtue, 
p _ of Paſhen which _ cou'dit not hide, 
now Vexation gnaws thy guilty Soul, 
With a too late Repentance for — 
His Name 
Princeſs C. You ſhall not know it Ves, my Lord, 
Now a too late Repentance tears my Soul, 
And tells me I have done amiſs to truft you: 
Vet by my Hopes of Eaſe at laſt by Death, 
I ſwear my Love has never yet appear d 
To any Man but you 
P. C. Weep not, my Chartres, for howe'er my Tongue 
Upbraid thy Fame, my Heart ftill worſhips thee : 
And by the Blood that chills me: round I ſwear 
From this ſad Moment, I'll ne er urge thee more; 
All that T beg of thee, is not to hate me. 
' Princeſs C. The Study of my Life ſhall be to love you, 
P. C. Never, Oh never! I were mad to hope it, 
Yet thou ſhalt give me leave to fold thy Hand, 
To preſs it with my Lips, to ſigh upon it, 
And waſh it with my Tears | 
Princeſs C. I cannot bear this Kindneſs without dying. 
P. C. Nay, we will walk and talk ſometimes together, 
Like Age well call to mind the Pleaſures paſt ; 
Pleaſures like theirs, which nevex ſhall return. 
For Oh! my Chartres, fince thy Heart's eſtran 
'The Pleaſure of thy Beauty is no more, 
Vet IJ each Night will ſee thee ſoftix laid, 
Kneel by thy Side, and when thy Vows are paid, 
Take one laſt Kiſs, ere I to Death retire, 
Wiſh that the Heav'ns had giv'n us equal Fire; 
Then ſigh, It cannot be, and fo expire. 


Enter 
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Lord, 
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The Printzfs of Cleve. 
Enter Nemours, 


She loves, the loves, and I'm the happy Man, 
She has avow'd it, paſt all precedent, 
Before her Husband's Face 
Ha ! but from Love like hers ſuch daring Virtue, 
That like a bleeding Quarry lately chas'd, 
Plunges among the Waves, or turns at Bay, 
What is there to expect ꝝut let it come 
The worſt can happ'n, yet tis glorious ſtill: 
To bring to ſuch Extremes ſo chaſte a Mind, 
And charm to love the wiſeſt of her Kind. 


Enrer Vidam. 


Ah, Vidam / J could tell thee ſuch a Story, of ſuch a 
Friend of mine, the oddeſt, prettieſt, out · of· the · way of 
Bus neſs; but thou art ſo flippant there's no truſting thee. 

Vid. Tournon ſays the Flags held out 

Nem. Tournon. be damn'd=—Knrow then, but be 
ſecret, there is a Friend of mine belov'd—————but by 
a Soul fo vertuous 

Vid. That was too much a 
Nem. That quite from the Method of all Womankind, 
ſhe told it to her Husband. 

4 — That's ſtrange indeed: and how did her Husband 
it? | 

Nem. Why, after a tedious paſſionate Diſcourſe, ap- 
proved her Carriage, and ſwore he lov'd her more than 
ever; ſo they cry d and kiſfs'd, and went away moſt lo- 


vingly together. 


Vid. Why then the cuckolds him to rights, nor can he 
take the Law of her; and I'll be judge by any Baud in 
Chriftendem— — And fo, my Lord, farewel, I have 
Buſineſs of my own, and Tournon waits you 

Nem. But hark you, Frank, J have oecafion for you, 
and muit preſs thee, I hope, to no unwelcome Office 
only a Second 

Vid. With all my Heart, my Lord; the Time and Place? 


Nem. 
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' Nem. Juſt now in Luxemburgh Garden, between One 
and Two, a Challenge from a Couple, the ſmarteſt, brisk- 
eſt, prettieſt Tilting Ladies 

Vid. Your Servant, Sir, and as you thrive, let me hear 
from your Grace, and ſo Fate ſpeed your Plough. [ Exit. 


Enter Tournon with Marguerite. 


Nem. And ſo Fate ſpeed your Plough, and you go that 
way; and I ſhall tell you, Sir, *twas not handſomely done, 
to leave me thus to the Mercy of two unreaſonable Wo- 
men at once. | 
Tour. You have him now in view, and fo I leave you, 

Marg. Stand, Sir. [ Exit Tour. 

Nem. To a Lady, while I have Breath. 

Marg. Would you not fall to a Lady too, if ſhe ſhou'd 
ask the Favour ? 

Nem. Ay, Gad, any pretty Woman.may bring me upon 
my Knees at her Pleaſure. 

Marg. O Devil 

Nem. Prithee, my dear ſoft warm Rogue, let thee and! 
I be kind 

Marg. And kiſs, you were going to ſay. 

Nem. Z'life, how patſhe hits me, why thou and I were 
made for one another Let's try how our Lips fit. 

Marg. Is that your fitting? 

Nem. Fore Heav'n ſhe's wondrous quick; nay, my 
Dear, and you go to that, I can fit you every way— 

Marg. You are a notorious Talker. 

Nem. And a better Doer ; prithee try. 

Marg. As if that were to da now. ; 

Nem. Nay, then I'm ſure of thee ; for never was a Wo- 
man mine once, but was mine always. 

Marg. Know then you are a heavy ſluggiſh Fellow; but 
I fee there is no more Faith;in Man than Woman: Cork 
and Feathers, | 

Nem. Make a Shittlecock, that's Woman; let me, if 
Jon pleaſe be Battledoor ; and by Gad, for a Day and a 

ight, I'Il keep up with any Fellow in Chriftendom. 


Marg. 


One 
"15k. 
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Marg. Come away then, and I'll keep count, I warrant 
ou _—_—Monſer Villain 
Nem. Now is the Devil and I as great as ever ——T 
come, my Dear But then what becomes of my other 
Dears For whom I was prim'd and charg'd—— 
Marg. Why don't you come, my Dear ? 
Nem. There with that ſweet Word ſhe cock'd me 
Marg. Lord ! how you tremble =——_—_—_ 
Nem. There the Pan flaſh'd 


Marg. I'll ſet my Teeth in you. 
Nem. Now I go off=—o-O Man! O Woman! O 
[ Exeunt. 


Fleſh ! O Devil! 


Enter Vidam, Tournon. 


TouRNON, 


Woman in love with another, and confeſs it 
to her Husband———— W hat wou'd I give te 
know her Without all queſtion Nemours 
As the Perſon belov'd. 

Vid. That's plain by his Eagerneſs in the Diſcovery, 
he forc'd me to hear him whether I wou'd or no; yet 
what I ſo admire in his Temper, is, that for all the . 
mer Heat, I no ſooner mentioned you, but he flew from 
it, and run upon another Scent, as if the firſt had never 
been. 13 

Tour. Where did you find him? 

Vid. At the Princeſs of Cleve's; and my Heart tells 
me that's the Lady that acquainted her Husband how ſhe 
was determin'd to make him a Cuckold — if he pleas d 
to give his Conſent 

Tour. My Judgment, which is moſt ſagacious in theſe 
Matters, is moſt poſitive in your Opinion; for by his 
whitely Caſt, the Prince of Clvemul be the Man fork'd 
in the Book of Fate — 5 

ids, 
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 Fid. And yet tis odd, that Nemours, of all Men, ſhou'g 
have ſuch Luck at this Lottery. 

Four. O, to choole, my Lord ! becauſe ſhe's nice and 
Preciſe ; your demure Ladies that are fo ſquob in Com- 
pany, are Devils in a Corner ; they are a fort of melan- 
choly Birds that ne er peep abroad by Day, but they to 
whit, to whou it at Night: nay, to my particular Know. 
ledge, all grave Women love wild Men, and if they can 
but appear civil at firſt, they certainly ſnap 'em ; for mark 
their Language: 'The Man is a handfom Man, if he had 
but Grace; 4.5 Man has Wit, Parts, and excellent Gifts, 
if he wou'd but make a right uſe of 'em, Why all theſe 
If's are but civil Pimps to a moſt baudy Concluſion— 
But ſee, I deſcry him with a Mask yonder 

Vid. You'll remember St. Andre's Lady for this Diſco« 
very. «+ - - 7 
Toxr. If ſhe be not yours to Night, never acquaint me 
with a Myſtery agen 

Vid. Not a word to the Duke— My Gravity gets me 
a hanker over him Therefore, if you tell him of 
any Love Matters of mine, you muſt never hope for more 
Secrets 

Tow. Trouble not your Head, but away. [Exit Vid. 
So, this. gets me a Diamond from the Queen, an Ambaſ- 
ſador's Merit at laſt. Confeſs to her Husband ! alas, poor 
Princeſs—— See, they come; but that which ſtartles me, 
is how a Woman of Marguerite's Sex can contain all this 
while as ſheſeems to do; but perhaps ſhe deſigns to pump 
kim or has ſome further End, which I muſt learn. 


Enter Nemours and Marguerite. 


Mar. But did you never promiſe thus before? 

Nem. Never—But why theſe Doubts ? — Thou haſt 
all the Wit in the World—— Thou know'f I love thee 
without Proteftations, why then this Delay ? 

Marg. | have not convers'd with you an Hour, and 
you are for running over me : No, Sir ; but if you can 


ve patience till the Ball - Oh I fhall burſt 


Nem. 


ſhou'd 
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Nen. Patience, I muſt ; but if it were nat for the Clog 
of thy Modeſty, we might have been in the third Heaven 
by this, and have danc'd at the Ball belide—— Ha! you 
faint—— Take — your Mask 4 2 1 

Unhand me, or ray, ere we part, 
og you a ſerious Queſtion ; What if you ſhouw'd 
have pick'd up a Devil incarnate ? 

New. Why, by your loving to go in the dark thus, 
makes me begin to ſuſpect you But be a Devil and 
thou wilt, if we muſt be damn'd together, who can help 
it ? 

Marg. I ſhall not hold 

New. Yet, now I think on's, thou cant be no Devil 
thou art ſo afraid of a Sinner ; for you refuſed me juft 
now, when I profer d to ſell my ſelf, and ſeal the Bargain 
with the beſt of my Blood. 

Marg. But if I ſhould permit you, cou'd you find in 
your Heart to engender with a damn'd Spirit? 

Nem. Yes, marry cou'd I, for all you ask the Queſtion 
ſo ſeriouſly : Far know, thou bewitching Creature, I 
have long d any time this ſeven Years to be the Father of 
a Succubus —— | 

Marg. Fiend, and no Man 

Nam: Beſides, Madam, don't you think a feat Devit 
of yaurs and my begetting, wou d be a prettier Sight in 
a Houſe, than a Monkey or a Squirrel? Gad, Pd hang 
Bells about his Neck, and make my Valet ſpruce up 
— 1 Tail every Morning as duly as he comb'd my 

ead. 

Marg. But is it poſſible (for I know you have a Miſ- 
trefs, a Convenience, as you call her) that you cou'd 
leave her for me, who may be ugly, diſeas'd, or a Devil 
indeed for ought you know? 

New. Why, fince you tax me with Truth, I muſt an- 
ſwer like a Man of Honour; I cou'd leave her for 


thee, or any of your Tribe, ſo were they all like 


you 
Marg. But in the Name of Reaſon, what is there in us 
Runners at all, that a Wife, or a Miſtreſs of that Nature, 
may not poſſeſs with more advantage ? 1 
| em. 
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-  Nem. Why, the Freedom, Wit and Roguery, and all 
Jort of acting, as well as Converſation. In a Domeitick 
ſhe, there's no Gaiety, no Chat, no Diſcourſe, but of the 
Cares of this World, and its Inconveniencies ; what we 
do, we do, but ſo dully ; by Gad, my Thing ask'd me 
once when my Breeches were down, what the Stuff colt a 
Yard —— Ha! what now, upon the Gog agen? Nay 
then have with you at all Adventures, at leait to put you 
in mind of the Ball—= * [Exeunt, 


Enter Tournon. 


Tour. Ha! yender ſhe loſt him ſee, what can 
me intend by kgeping her ſelf ſo cloſe But ſee 
La March has ſeiz d her, and now the Myſtery will 
open it ſelf. | 


| Re-enter Marguerite avith La March. 


La M. But have you found him falſe ? 

Tour. Curſes, Damnation, _ 

The Wracksof Woman's Wits, when her Soul 
Is balk'd of Vengeance, wait on his Deſires. 

La M. Why did you leave him ſo upon the ſudden ? 
Marg. Becauſe I found my Paſſion move too ſtiongly, 
My fooliſh Heart would not obey my Will; - 

1 tound my Eyes grow full, my Sighs had chok'd me, 
And I was dying in his Arm | 

La M. But now 
You have got Breath, what is your Purpoſe, Madam ? 
Marg. To meet him as I'promis'd, to enjoy him 
With the laſt Pang of a revengeful Pleaſure; 

And let him know 

Then make him damn himſelf with thouſand Oaths, 

That he'll ne'er ſee forſaken Marguerite more, 
The curſt, fond, fooliſh, _ Marguerite : 

For thus with an extorted Gallantry, 

I'll force him to revile me to my Face ; 

Then throw the Mask away, and vent my Rage: 
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Tell him he is a Fiend, Devil, Devil, Devil, ; 
Or what is worſe, a Man 
And leave him to the Horror of his Soul. [Extt. 

Tour. I've heard her rave, and muſt applaud thy Con- 
To the next Task, then when ſhe has fatisfied ¶ duct ; 
This odd Figary of Revenge and Pleaſure, | 
Take her in the Height of her Diſdain, 
And ply her with the Dauphin; then tell Nemours 
Of her reſolve to caſt him further off: 
Millions to one we carry the Deſign. 
But haſte and ſcout, while I attend the Duke, 
That harps upon the Loſs of his new Miſtreſs. " 


Enter Nemours, 


Nem. Death and the Devil — We went talking a- 
long fo pleaſantly, when of a ſudden whiſp'ring, ſhe 
wou'd not fail me at the Ball, ſhe ſprung from me at 
yon dark Corner, and vaniſh'd. Well, if ſhe be a Devil, 

ell by her ſhou'd be a merry Place, or perhaps ſhe has 
not been there yet, but fell this Morning and took Earth 
in her way: my Comfort is, I ſhall make a new Diſco- 
very if ſhe keeps her Word ; and ſhe has too much Wit 
to break it before ſhe try me. > 

Tour. And where are you to make this new Diſcovery ? 

Nem. At the Ball in Maſquerade —— Thus wou'd I 
have Time roll ſtill all in thele lovely Extremes, the Cor- 
ruption of Reaſon 'being the Generation of Wit ; and 
the Spirit of Wit lying in the Extravagance of Pleaſure : 
nay, the two neareſt ways, to enter the Cloſet of the 
Gods, and lie even with the Fates themſelves, are Fury 
and Sleep —— Therefore the Fury of Wine, and Fury 
of Women poſſeſs me waking and ſleeping ; let me dream 
of nothing but dimpl'd Cheeks, and laughing Lips, and 
flowing Bowis; Venus be my Star, and whoring my 
Houſe, and Death I defy thee. Thus ſang Rofidore in 
the Urn — But where and when, with my Fops Wives, 
be quick, thou know'ft my Appointment with this un- 
known, and the Minute's precious. TIS 1 
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Tour. Why, I have contrived the ſweeteſt Night 

in the World, if you dare. * 

 Nem. Dare, and in a Woman's Cauſe! why, I have 
no Drop of Blood about me, but muſt out in their Ser- 
vice, and what matter is't which way ? 

Tour. Know, Paltrat's Lady has informed me, how 
St. Andre walks in his Sleep, and that her Husband laſt 
Night attempted: to cuckold him; that fhe watch'd and 
overheard the whole Matter, but Po&rot cou'd: not find 
the Door before St. Andre returned; ſhe doubts not but 
he will try-again to-night — Now, if you can nick the 
time when Poltrat riſes, and ſteal to her, ten to one but 
1he'll be glad to be revenged 

Nem. Or fhe would not tell thee the Bus'neſs — 
There wants but ſpeaking with her, taking her by the 
Hand, and tis a Bargain 


Zater Calia, Elianor af d. Poltrot, St. Andre 
following. 


Toxr. Step, ſtep aſide, they are upon the hunt for you, 
and their — read 'em in the Wind; ſtand by a 
while to obſerve, and Ill turn you looſe upon em 

St. A. Ha, Tournon ! by my Honour a Prize, let's 
board 'em. | | 

Pol. Be not too deſperate, my little Frigat; for I am, 
that I am, a furious Man of Honour. 

Cel, Now Heaven defend us, what will you give us 
El. Lord! how I dread the Guns of the lower Tire. 

St. A. Such notable Marks: Men too, we never mils 
hitting between Wind and Water. 

Cel Tl warrent they carry Chain-ſhot : Pray Heaven 
they do not ſplit us, Siſter ! | | 

Pol. Yield then, yield quickly, or no Mercy; we have 
been ſo fhattered to- day already by two She-Pirates, that 
we are grown-deſperate, 

El. But what alas have we done, that you ſhou'd turn 
your Revenge upon us. por harmleſa Innocents, that ne- 
ver wrong' d you, never ſaw you before? | Bp 
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Cel. If you ſhou'd deal unkindly witch us, tan d 
break our Hearts, for we are the gentle Lhings. 

Se. A. And we will uſe you fo gently, & kindly, like 
little Birds, you ſhall never repent the Lo& af your La- 
be 


14 FH warrant, Siſter, they Il put us in Sg or 


tie us by the Legs. 
Pol. , upon the Ward of a Man of Henoar, your 
Legs ſhall be at 


Cel. What will you pinion our Wings then, and let 
us hop up and down the Houſe ? 

St. 4. Not in the Hauſe where we live, pretty Saul, 
for there's two ravenous Sow-Cats will eat yoa.. 

l. Your 2 you mean. 

Pol. Something like, two 2 27 things that fit 

rring in the 8 to exerciſe their 
— i Crickets. 

Cel. Oh ! for God - ſake eng Fo us from your Wives. 

St. A. PH warrant thee, little Roſamond, ſafe from 
my jealous Elianor 

Pol. And if any Wiſe in Bureps dares but touch a Hair 
of thee, I ſay not much, but that Wife were better be 
a Widow. 

El. But are your Wives handſom and well quality d? 
for whatever you ſay to us, when you have had your 
Will, you'll home at Night, and for my part I cry, Al 


or None. 


Pal. And All thou ſhalt have, deze Rogue, emer fear 
my Wife's Beauty or Goad-nature ; they are-things to 
her like Saints and Angels, which. ſhe believes never were, 
nor never will be She's & Baton of Water againſt 
Letchery, and looks ſo ſtrarp whenever I ſae ber, like 
Vinegar ſhe makes me ſweat. 

Se. A. And'mine's ſo fulſom, that a Goat with the 
help of Cantharides wou'd not touck her. 

el. But then for their Qualitie vv.. 

St. A. Such Scolds, like Thunder, they turn all the 
Drink in the Cellar. 

Pol. Such Niggards, they eat Kitchen-Stuff and Can- 
dles Ends — Once indeed raving mad my Wife ſeemed 

G 2 prodigal; 
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prodigal; for a Rat having eat his way thro' an old 
Cheeſe, ſhe baited the Trap for him with a Piece of 
Paring — But having caught him, by the Lord ſhe eat 
him up without Mercy, Tail and all. 

El. Are they not even with us, Siſter? 

St. A. Tis hop'd th the Hangman will take 'em off 
of our Hands, for they are ſhrewdly ſuſpected for Witches, 
mine noints her ſelf ev'ry Night, ſets a Broom- Staff in 
the Chimney, and op'ns the indow, for what purpoſe 
but to fly ? | 

Pol. Gad, and my Wife has Tets in the wrong Pla- 
ces; ſhe's warted all over like a pumpl'd Orange. 

Cel. Yet ſure, Gentlemen, you told theſe Hags ano- 
ther Story once, and made as deep Proteſtations to them 
as you do to us? | 

St. A. Never, by this Hand, the Salt Souls fell in 
Luft with us, and haul'd us to Matrimony like Bears to 
the Stake. 

Pol. Where they ſet a long black Thing upon us, 
that cried, Hawe and Hold. 

El. Put the Queſtion they had been handſom, brought 
you great Portions, were pleaſant and airy, and willing 
to humour you. - | 


Enter Nemours qvith the Vidam. 


Nen. Nay, then I can hold no longer: Z death, there's 
it, Madam, Willing! That Willingneſs ſpoils all, my 
Dear, my Honey, my Jewel, it palls the Appetite like 
Sack at Meals Give me the ſmart diſdainful ſhe, 
that like brisk Champaign or ſprightly Burgundy, makes 
me ſmack my Lips after ſhe's down, and long for t'other 
Glaſs. | 

St. 4. Nay, if your Grace come in, there's no dally- 
ing, I'Il make ſure of one. 

Pol. Nay, and for my part I am reſolved to ſecure 
another; come, Madam, no ſtriving, for I am like a 
Lion, when I lay hold, if the Body come not willingly, 
J pull a whole Limb away 


Nem. 
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Nem. Yes, Madam, he ſpeaks truth, take it on my 
Word, who am a rational Creature, he is a great furious 
wild Beaſt. P 

Cel. Pray Heaven he be not a horned Beaſt: Is the 
Monſter married? 

Vid. Ves, Ladies, they are both married. 

El. Married For Heaven's-ſake, Gentlemen, fave us 
from the Cattle. | 

Pol. Why, whiat is the Breeze in your Tails? Z' death, 
Ladies, we'll not eat you. 

Cel. Say you ſo? But we'll not truſt you, I am ſure 
you both look hungrily. ; 

Vid. It may be their Wives uſe em unkindly. 

El. And the poor good-natur'd Things take it to Heart. 

Cel. I ſwear tis pity, they have both promiſing Looks. 

Nem. Proceed, ſweet Souls, we'll defend you to Death, 
ſpare 'em not. | | 

El. Or it may be we miſtake all this while, and their 
pitiful Looks are cauſed by loving too much, | 

Vid. Right, Madam, a little too uxorious; Ha, Ha! 
St. A. Now have not I one Word to ſay, but ſtand: 
to endure all Jerks like a School-Boy, with my Shirt up. 
Pol. IIl have one fling at em tho' I die for't ; why 
Ladies you'll overſhoot your ſelves at this rate — Muſt | 
we only be the Butts to bear all your Railery ? methinks 
you might ſpend one Arrow at random, and take off 
that Daw that chatters ſo near you <— Gad, and I 
think I paid 'em there — 

Cel. Butts and Daw! let me never laugh again, if 
they be not witty too —— Why, you pleaſant 7 
Zlife I cou'd kiſs them if they did not ſtink of i- 
mony. * 
St. J. Mum, mum, mum. Did not I tell you 'twas 
a Madneſs to ſpeak to them ? . 

. EI. They envy my Friend too here, this pleaſant Com- 
on. 

Cel. This dear agreeable Perſon: | 

Nem. Ay, damn me, Madam, the Rogues envy us — 

El. What a gentle Aſpect? 

Cel. How proper and airy ? 

| G 3 . #4 


'vant, Mr. Butts - 
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EI. See, here's Blood in this Face. 

Vid. Pure Blood, Madam, at your Service. 

Cel. Will you walk, dear Sir? give me your Hand 
EI. And me yours 

Nem. Come you dear raviſhing Rogues Your Ser- 


Vid. Gentle Mr. Butts —— 

EI. Adieu, ſweet Mr. Butts. 

Cel. Witty Mr. Baits, Ha, Ha, Ha! 

[Exeunt Nem. Vid. Cel. El. 

St. 4. Well, I'll to a Dutchefs. 

Pol. Lord! thou art always ſo high flown — Haſt 
thou never a caſt Counteſs for me 

St. A. Come along to the Ball and thou ſhalt ſee, the 
Dnke of Nemonrs is the Galant to night and treats 


at his Palace, becaude tis the King's Birth-Day Let 


me ſee what new Fancy for the Maſquerade ? Oh! I have 
it — Becauſe the Town is much taken with Fortune- 
telling, I'll act the dumb Man, the Highlander that made 
ſach a Noiſe, and thou ſhalt be my Interpreter — Come 


along. and as we go I'll inſtruct thee in the Signs. 


Pal. Dear let's prafiife a little before we ftir— 
As what fign for Letchery, beanaſe we may nick our 


Wives. ; | 

84. A. Why thus, that's 2 glanting ſqueezed Eye 
or thus —— for a mort Hand; er thas, for a Whore in 
4 Carner ; or thus, downright Cuckolding. 

Pol. Well, I ſwear this will be race Sport and ſo my 
damm d Spouſe I am refolved to tickle her with a ſquoea d 
Eye, and a moiſt Hand, and a Whore in a Corner, till 
ſhe confeis her ſel gaihy of downright Cuckoldom ; then 
in Revenge for her Faſt Impudence, ſue for a Divorce: 
And holding to her Face the flying Label, 


Call her in open Court, the Whore of Bu 
E. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IE 


Enter the Prince and Princeſs of Cleve. 


P. C. Madam, the King commands me to attend 

His Daughter into Spain, and further adds, 
Becauſe no Princeſs rivals you in Fame, 
You will oblige the Court in going with me. > 

Princeſs C. My Lord, I am prepar'd, and leave the Court 
With fuch a Joy as wou'd admit no Bounds ———— 

P. C. As wou'd admit no bounds! and why? becauſe: 
It takes you from the Charms which you wou'd ſhun :- 
This is a Virtue of ſuch height indeed, 

As none but you can boaſt, nor I deplore. 
But, Madam, Rumour ſays, the King intends 
To join another with me. 

Princeſs C. Who, my Lord.? | 

P. C. 'T was thought at firſt the Chevalier de * 

Princeſs C. He is your Friend, nor cou'd the King 
chooſe better. | | 

P. C. I fay, at firſt twas thought the Duke of Guiſt — 
But I was ſince inſtructed by the 
That Honour is fix'd upon the Duke Nemours. 

Princeſs C. Nemours, my Lord? 

P. C. Moſt certain. 

Princeſs C. For what Reaſon ? 

P. C. Becauſe I mov'd the Dauphin-Queen to gain kim: 

Princeſs C. Twas raſhly done, againſt your Intereſt 
mov'd. 

P. C. Pe 

Princeſs C. 


tis not too late yet to ſupplant him. 
't then, be quick, Nemours will ſhare 
Eclipſe your Glory 


[your Honours,. 
P. C. Ha! I muſt confeſs 
The Soldiers love him, and he bears the Palm 
Already from the Marſhals of the Field. {Star: 
Princeſs C. And in the Court he's call'd, the Kifng - 
You fee each Night at every Entertainment, | 
Where he moves, what T'roops of Beauties follow ; 
How the Queens praiſe * all Eyes admire —_ 
. b 4 . 0 
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P. C. Ha! Chartres — 
Princeſs C. Ah! my Lord — what have I done? 
P. C. Nothing, my Chartres, but admire Nemours ! 
O Heaven and Earth! and if J had but patience 
To hear you out, how had you loſt your ſelf 
On that eternal Object of your Love? 
No, Madam, no, tis falſe, tis no Nemours : 
"T'was my Invention to find out the Truth, 
Your Trouble has convinc'd me 'tis Nemours : 


Which curſt Diſcovery in another Woman, 


J ſhow'd have made by her too eager Joy. [ Virtue, 


Why ſpeak you not? you're ſhock'd with your own. 


The Reſolution of your Juſtice awes you, 

Which cannot, dares not give it ſelf. the Lye. 
Princeſs C. My Lord, my Love, my Life; Alas, my 

Cleve ! 

O pity me! I know not what to anſwer, 

F'm mortally aſham'd, I'm on the Rack ; 

But ſpare this humble Paſſion — Take me with you, 
here Lmay never ſee a Man again. 

P. C. O riſe, my Chartres! riſe if poſſible; 


- Fl force thee to be mine in ſpite of Fate: 


My conſtant Martyrdom. and deathleſs Kindneſs, 
My more than mortal Patience in theſe Sufferings, 
Shall poize his nobleſt Qualities; O Heav'n! 

No fear, my Chartres, tho' theſe Sorrows fall, 
That I ſuſpe& thy Glory; thou haſt Strength 

To curb this Paſſion in, that elſe may end us. 


All that I ask thee, is to bend. thy Heart. 


Princeſs C. Tl break it. 
P. C. Turn it from Nemours; Nemours 


But Oh! that Name preſents thy Danger greater; 
Look to thy Honour then, and look to mine; 


I ask it as thy Lover and thy Husband; 
I beg it as a Man whoſe Life depends. 


Upon thy Breath, that offers thee a Heart 
All bleeding with the Wounds of mortal Love, 


All hack'd and gaſh'd, and ftab'd and mangl'd o'er; 
And yet a Heart ſo true, in ſpite of Pain, 


As ne'er yet loy'd, nor ever ſhall again, [Exit P. C. 
| | Enter. 
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Enter Irene. 


Trene. Ha Madam, ſpeak, how is it with your Heart * 
Princeſs C. As with a timorous Slave, condemn'd: to 


Torments, | 
That Rill cries out, he cannot, will not bear it 3 
And yet bears on. 
Irene. Ah, Madam ! I would ſpeak, 
If you could bear the dreadful News Lives: 
Princeſs C. Alas ! thou canſt not add to Grief like mine. 
Irene. May I demand then, if you have not told 
The Secret to your Husband ? 
Princeſs C. Ha! Irene — 
Why doſt thou ask ? 


Trene. Becauſe but now —— Tournon, a (94. of the 


Queen's 


Told me 'tis blaz'd at Court Nemours confely'd i it, 


He is belov'd by one of ſuch nice Virtue, 
That fearinꝝg . leſt the Paſſion might betray her, 
She own'd, confeſs' d and told it to her Husband. 


Princeſs C. Death and does Nemours but | 


Irene. He own'd it to the YVidam, who agen [ avow it? 
Told it Madam Tournon ſhe to others; . 
"Tis true, Nemours told not the Lady's Name, 
Nor wou'd confeſs himſelf to be the Party; 


But yet the Court in general does believe it. ever; 
my Fame is * 


Princeſs C. I am undone 
And Death, Irene, muſt be my Remedy : 
"Tis true, indeed, I laid my Boſom op'n, 
I ſhew'd my Heart to that ungrateful Cleve, 
Who fince, in dangerous Search of him I love, 
To the eternal Ruin of my Honour, 
Has truſted a third-Perſon' But away; 
I hear his W and am reſoly'd to tax him... 


Enter Prince Cleve. . 


Ah ! Sir, what have you done? if you 1 kill me, 
Are there not Daggers, * ? —— But the Jealous 
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Are cruel ſtill, and thoughtful in Revenge; 
And ſingle Death's tos little: muſt your Will, 
Of knowing Names my Duty durſt not tell you, 
Oblige yon to betray me to another; [1 
80 to * the Secret of my Soul, 
That the whole Court muſt. know it ? 
P. C. Ha! know what ? | 
Know my Diſhonour ; have you told it then ? 
Princeſs C. No, tis your ſelf, tis you reveal'd it, Sir, 
To gain a Confident for more Diſcovery ; 
A Lady of the Queen's juſt now declar'd it ; 
To yout eternal Shame you have divulg'd it : 
She had it from the Vidan, Sir, of Chartres, 
And he from the Duke Nemanre——— 
P. C. Nemours — 
How, Madam, ſaid you What Nemonre=— Nemours 
Does Nemours know you love him? Hell and Furies 
And that I know it too, and not revenge it! [ſelf 
Princeſs C. That's yet to ſeek ; he will not own him 
To be concern'd, he offers not at Names; 
But yet tis found, tis known, believ'd by all, 
He cannot hold it; twill be ſhortly poſted, 
That, Cue, your Wife's that curſt diſhonaur'd ſhe. 
You told him of 
P. C. Ist poffible I told him? 
Peace, Peace; and if it lies in human Power 
To reafon calmly, tell me, Murd'refs, tell me, 
Compoſe that Face of fluſh'd Hypocriſy, 
And anſwer to a Truth Was it my Intereſt 
To ſpeak of this? Was I not rather ty'd 
To wiſh it buried in the Grave, in Hell! 
Whence it might never riſe to blot my Honour 
But you hive then him, by my Hopes of Heaven, 
You have met and interchang'd your ſecret Souls; 
On that complotted : fince I bore ſo tamely 
Your firſt Confeſſion, I ſhould bear the latter. 
Princeſs C. Believe it if you pleaſe 
P. C. I muſt believe it 
This laſt Proceeding has unmask'd your Soul; 


He ſees you cvery — * 
N Jay 


—_— 
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Nay, for your greater Freedom, you have join'd 
To make this loath'd deteſted Cleve your Stale. 
Ha! believ'd you might o'ercome this Paſſion :- 
So well you knew to charm me with the ſhow 
Of ſeeming Virtue, till I loſt my Reaſon. ke 
Princeſs C. Tis likely, Sir, it was but ſeeming Virtue, 
And you did ill to judge fo kindly of me 
I was miſtaken too in that Confeſſion, 
Becauſe I thought that you would do me Juſtice. 
P. C. You were miſtaken when you thought I would 3 
Sure you forgot I was deſperate, 
Sentenc'd and doom'd by Fate, or rather damn'd, 
To love you to my Grave—And could I bear 
A Rival, what and when I was your Husband, 
And when you own'd your Paſſion to my Face, 
Confeſs'd you lov'd me mach——But lov'd him more: 
Ha] s not this enough to make me mad? 
Princeſs C. Yau have the Power to ſet all right agen; 
Why do you not end me? 
P. C. No, I'll end my ſelf, | 
My Thoughts are grown too violent for my Reaſon. 
By this laſt Uſage, Oh! thou haſt undone me; 
F know not what: This ought not to be thine — 
I have offended, and wou'd ſue for Pardon;g 
But yet I bluſh, the Treaſon is too groſs; 
After that moſt unnatural Confeſſion, 
I wonder now that I have liv'd ſo long: | 
Confeſs, and then divulge, make me your. Baud 
It ſcents too far, the God of Love flies wide, 
He gets the Wind, and ſtops the Noiſe at this; 
No more —Farewel— Falſe Chartres, falle Nemours, 
Falſe World, falſe All, fince Chartres is not true! 
Bat you your Wiſh with lov'd Nemours ſhall have? 
And ſhortly ſee your Husband in the Grave. [ Exit. 


Princeſs C . ſola. 


Falſe World, falſe Clewe, falle Chartres, falſe Nemoars ;: 
Fatewel to all, a long and laſt Farewel: 


From 
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From all Converſe, to Deſarts let me fly, 

And in ſome gloomy Cave forgotten lie. 

My Bower at Noon the Shade of ſome old Trees, 

With whiſtling Winds t indulge my Pomp of Eaſe, 
And lulling Murmurs rolb'd from neighbouring Seas: J. 
Where I may ſometimes haſten to the Shore, 

And to the Rocks and Waves my Loſs deplore; 
Where when I feel my Hour of Fate draws on, 

Leſt the falſe World ſhould-claim a parting Groan, 
My Mother's Ghoſt may riſe to fix my Mind, 

And leave no Thought of Tenderneſs behind. LE xit, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Muſick, Songs, Maskers, &c. 
Enter Nemours with Muſick, Lady Poltrot. 
NBMouRs, | 


E E has confeſs'd to me he intends to cuckold 


3 & Therefore, if Love ſhou'd inſpire me to nick 
the Opportunity, I hope you will not bar the 
Door which your Husband opens 

L. P. Ingrateful Monſter | ——— 

Nem: Ingrateful, that's certain; and it lies in your Pow- 
ex to make him a Monſter, 

L. P. I dare not. 

Nem. What? 

L. P. Truſt you. | 


Nem. Nay, then I'm ſure thou wilt let me but in to 


ſhew the Power you have over me. 
L. P. As how my Lord? 


Nem. Why, when I have thee in my Arms, by Heaven 


Ill quit my Joys at thy Deſir. 


es,. Andre when he walks in his Sleep 


L. P. 
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L. P. That will indeed be a perfect Trial of your 
Love ; come then through the Garden Back-Stairsand 
when you ſee the Candle put out, thruſt open the Door. 

Nem. By Heaven [I'll eat thy Hand Thou dear 
ſweet Seducer ! how it - fires my Fancy to ſteal into a 
Garden, to ruſtle through the Trees, to ſtumble up -a- 
narrow Pair of Back- ſtairs, to whiſper through the Hole 
of the Door, to kiſs it open, and fall into thy Arms with 
a Flood of Joy M 

IL. P. Farewel, the Company comes, I muſt leave you 
a while to engage with my Husband: You'll fall aſſeep 
before the Hour ö 

Nem. If I do, the very Tranſport of Imagination ſhall. 
carry me in my Sleep to thy Bed, and Pl! wake in the 
Act. [Exit L. Pol. 
So there's one in the Fernbrake, and if ſhie ſtir till Morning 
J have loſt my Aim; but now, why, what have we here? 
a Hugonot Whore, by this Light. — have I? for the 
forward brisk, ſhe that promis'd me the Ball-Aſſignation, 
that ſaid, there was nothing like ſlipping out of the Crowd 
into a Corner, breathing ſhort an Ejaculation, and re- 
turning as if we came from Church — Let me ſee; III 
put on my Mask, fling my Cloke over my Shoulder, and 
view em as they paſs : Not thou, nor thou 


Enter Tournon in the Habit of a Hugonot. 
Tour. Ah, thou unclean Perſon, have I hunted thee - 


there, like a Hart from the Mountains to the Vallies, and 


thou - would'ſt not be found; verily, thou haſt been 
among the Daughters of the Philiftines Nay, if 
you are innocent, ſtand before me, and reply to the 
Words of my Mouth 
Nem. I ſhall truly | 
Tour. Say then —— Haſt thou not de filed thy ſelfwith 


any Dalilah, ſince laſt you fell upon my Neck, and 
lov'd much ? | : 


Nem. Nay, verily 
Tour. Have you not overheated your Body with adul- 
terate Wines? Have you not been at a Play, nor touch- 
ed Fruit after the lewd Orange Woman? 


Nen. 
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New. I am unpolluted. 

Tour. And yet, methinks, there is not the ſame Colour 
in your Cheeks, nor does the Spirit dance in your Eye as 
formerly; why do you not —.— me? [Unmanking. 

Nem. Tournos turn d Heretick.! why thou dear Raſcal, 
this is ſuch a new Frolick, that tho I am engag'd as deep 
as Damnation to another, thou ſlalt not ſcape me. 

(Marg. claps him ow the Shoulder. 

Marg. I love a Man that keeps the Commandment of 
his Ward, 

Nen. And Ia Woman that breaks her's with her Huſ- 
band, yet loves her Neighbour as her ſelf I wou'd 
fain ay rivate with you. 

Cel. An Twkh cons becauſe I am reſolv'd never to 
ſee you more, | 

em. Never to ſee me more l the Reaſon ? 

Cel. Becauſe 1 hate you. 

Nen. And yet I believe you love me too, becauſe you 
are preciſe to the Minute. 

1 on True; yet J hate you juſtly, heartily, and ma- 
ciou 

Nem. By Gad, and I'Il love thee as heartily, juſtly and 
maliciouſly, as thou can'ft love me for thy Blood: Come 
away, rid le and T Il unfold thee: [Exeunt, 


Enter Poltrot, St. Andre diſguis'd, with Elianor, 
Lady Poltrot coming up to em. 


El. But is it true indeed, that your Friend can tell all 
the Actions of our Life, pal, preſent, and to come, yet 
cannot ſpeak one Word? 

Pol. 0 he's infallible ! why, what, did you never hear 
of your ſecond-ſight Men, your dumb Highlanders that 
tell Fortunes? Why, you wou'd think the Devil in Hell 
were in him, he ſpeaks: ſo exactly. 

EI. I thought you had ſaid he was dumb? 

Pol. Right; but I am his Interpreter, and when the 
Pit comes on him, he blows — — me like a Trunk, 
and ſtraight I become his ſpeaking Trumpet. 

* P. Pray, Sir, may not I — my Fortune told me- 
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Pol. Ay, and there were a thouſand of you, he will 
run you 'em over like the Chrif-creſs-row, and never 
miſs. a Tittle ; he ſhall tell you his Name that cried God 
bleſs you when you ſneez'd laft ;tell you when you wink d 
laſt 3 when and where you ſcratch'd laſt 3, and where you . 
lat o Saturduy 
EI. Pray let him tell us then, for we are Siſters; our 
Tempers and Conditions, whether married or unmarried, 


with all the rtinencies thereunto belonging. 
Pol. I'll peak to him, Son of the Sun, and Emperor of 
the Stars St. A. Ha, ha 


Pol. Look ye, look ye, he's pleas'd to tell you, but you: 
muſt go near him ;. for he muſt loak in your Hand, touch 
your Face, Breaſts, and wherever elſe he pleaſes. 
St. Andre makes Horns with both his Hand, 
puts his Finger in his Mouth, and laughs. 

Pol. In Nomine Damine Bomine : I proteſt I am con- 
founded ; well Ladies, I could not have thought it had 
been in you; but *tis certainly true, and I mutt out with. 
it: Firſt, he ſays, you are both married, you are both li- 
bidinous beyond | ns and your. Husbands are the- 
greateſt Cornutors in Chrift | | 

4.2. 5 Indeed! 

Pol. Ay, indeed, indeed, and indeed He fays you: 
are a Couple of M2/alina's, and the Stews cannot ſatisfy. 
you; he ſays, your Thoughts are ſwell'd with a Carno-- 
ſity ; nay, nay, you have the Green-Sickneſs'of the Soul, 
which runs upon -g but neighing Stallions, churn- 
ing Boars, and bellowing Bulls | 

L. P. Oh ! I confeſs, I confeſs—— But for Heaven 
fake, dear Sir Let it not take Air, for then we are 
beth undone. 

EL Oh! Undone, undone, Sir, if our Husbands ſhou'd: 
know it; for they are a Couple of the jealoufeſt, trouble- 

I tinent Cuckolds alive. | 


Pol. Alack | Nack——O TFezabe1! but I will have 
payee flying her from the Window, and the Dogs 
cat her. | 
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Pol. What, how many times have you cuckolded em? 

El. Spare our Modeſty, you make the Blood ſo fluſh 
in. our Faces. 

Pol. But by Fove, DIL let it out; I'll hold her by the 
Muzzle, and ſtick her like a Pig 

L. P. Will you ſpeak to him, Sir? 

Pol. See, he underſtands you without it; he ſays, your 
Iniquities are innumerable, your Fornications like the 
Hairs of your Head, and your Adulteries like the Sands 
on the Sea-ſhore; that you are all Fiſh downward ; that 
Lot's Wife is freſh to you; and that when you were little 
Girls of Seven, you were ſo wanton; your Mothers ty'd 
your Hands behind you ——— 

El. All this we confeſs to be true; but we confefs too 
if Fate had found out any ſort of Tools, but thoſe leaden 
Rogues our Husbands — 

L. P. Whoſe Wits are as dull as their Appetites — 

El. Mine's ſuch an Utenſil, as is not fit to wedge a 
Block. 

L. P. Nor mine the Beetle to drive him. 

St. A. Nay then, tis time to uncaſe and be reveng'd. 

L. P. Hark you Strumpet 

El. Ha, ha, ha, are you not fitted finely ? 

L.P. $—— You muſt turn Fortune-tellers, muſt you? 

EI. And think we could not know you? 

L. P. Well, Gentlemen, ſhall homely Beck go down 
with you at laſt? f 

Pol. But didſt thou know me then indeed? 

L. P. As if that ſweet Voice ofyours could be diſguis d 
in any ſhape. | 

Pol. Nay, I confeſs, I have a Whirl in my Voice, a 
Warble that is particular | | 

El. And what ſay you, Sir, ſhall muſty Wife come 
into your Grace agen? | 

St. A She ſhall; and here's my Hand on't, all Friends 
Nell, and when I. leave thee agen, may I be Cuckold 
in earneſt. | 

Pol. Certain, as I live, all this proceeded from his 
Lady, my- dreaming Cuckold Wife cou'd never think 
ont; well, I am reſolved this very Night, when im 
rambles 
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rambles in his Sleep, to watch him, ſlip to his Wife, 
and ſay nothing. Hey ! Come, come, where are theſe 
Dancers ? a little Diverſion, and then for Bed. 


DANCE.. 


Tour. [to El.] J have lock'd the Vidam in your Cloſet, 
who will be ſure to watch your Husband's riſing, there- 
fore be not ſurpriz'd ——— [Exit Tour. 

St. A. Come, well, let's away to Bed. | 

El. And what then? 

St. A. Nay, Gad, that I can't tell; for what with 
Dancing, Singing, Fencing, and my laſt Dutchefs, I am 
very drowzy. 

Pol. And fo am I; perhaps our Wives have given us 
Opium, leſt we ſhou'd diſturb em in the Night. 

El. Don't theſe Men deſerve to be fitted ? 

Cel. They do, and Fortune grant they may — Hear us, 
O ! hear us, good Heaven, for we pray heartily. | 

[Exeunt, as Nemours and Marguerite enter. 

Nem. Was ever Man fo bleſt with ſuch Poſſeſſion, 

Thou ebbing, flowing, raviſhing, racking Joy! 

A Skin ſo white and oft, the yielding Mould. 

Lets not the Fingers ſtay upon the Dint ;. 

But from the beauteous Dimples flip 'em down 

To Pleaſures that muſt be without a Name. 

Yet Hands, and Arms, and Breaſts we may remember, 
And that which I love, no ſmelling Art, 
But ſweet Nature, as juſt peeping Violets, or op ning Buds. 

Marg. Then do you love me? 

Nem. O! I could die, methinks, this very Hour; 
But ſor the luſcious Hopes of thouſands more, 
And all like theſe; yet when I muſt go out, 
Let it be thus, with Beauty laughing by me, 
Songs, Lutes, and Canopies, while 1 ſacrifice 
To thee the laſt dear ebbing Drop of Love. 
But ſhow me now that Face. 

Marg. No, you diſſemble, you ſay the ſame thing to 
every one you meet; I thought once indeed to have fix'd 
my Heart upon you, but I'm off agen, and am refolv'd 
you ſhall never ſee me. FLY 

n. 
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Nem. You dally, come, by all the Kindneſs paſt. 

Marg. Swear then. 

Nem. What ? 

Marg. Never to- touch your dear domeſtick ſhe, 
That lives in Shades to all the World but me. 
Do you gnefs, I know you now? 

Nem. I do, and ſwear ; but are theſe equal Terms, 
that yon fhall never touch a Man but me? 

Marg. I will <—— But how can you convince me! 
Oaths with you, Libertines of Honour, are to little purpoſe, 

Nem. Bat this muſt fatisfy thee, there is more pleaſure 
in thee after Enjoyment, than in her and all Womankind 
before it; thou haſt Inſpiration, Ecſtaſy, and Tranſport, 
all theſe bewitching Joys that make Men mad ——— 

Marg. [Unmasking.) And thou villany, treachery ; per 
Jury, all thoſe monſtrous, diabolical Arts, that ſeduce 
young Virgins from their innocent Homes, fet em on 
the High-way to Hell and Damnation. 

Nem. Ha! ha! my Marguerite, is't peflible ? 

Marg. Call me not yours, nor think of me agen, 
I am convinc'd you're Traitors all alike, veng'd; 
And from this Hour renounce you -—- Not but I'll be re. 
Yes, I will try the Joys of Life like you, | 


But not with Men ality, you Devils of Henour ; 


No, I will ſatisfy my Pride, Difdain, Rage and Revenge 
more ſafely, 
By all the Powers of Heaven and Earth I will ; 
change my loving, lying Tinfel Lord, 
For an obedient, wholfom, drudging Fool. 

New. Why this will make thee better eaſy to both; 
Take you your Ramble, Madam, and I'll take mine. 
But is't poſſible for one of your nice Taſte to bed a Fool? 

Marg. To. chooſe, to chooſe, my Lord, 

A Fool; now by my Will and Pride of Heart, 
There's Freedom, Fancy and Creation in't, 


He trickles to the Frown, and cries forgive me ; 


Befides the moulding of him without bluſhing ; 

And what wou'd — Sn more ? Now view the other, 

Your Man of Senſe, that vaunts deſpotick Pow'r, 

That reels preciſely home at Break of Day, 2 
hunde 
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Thunders the Houſe, brains half the Family, {day > 
Cries, where's my Whore, what will ſhe ſtew till Doomb 
When ſhe appears, and kindly goes to help him, 

Roars out, a Shop, a Walking-Shop of Scents, 

Flavours of Phyſick, and the clammy Bath, | 

The Stench of Orange-Flowr's, the Devil Pulvilio; 

Theſe, theſe, he cries, are the bleſt Husband's Joys! 

R Nem. I (wear moſt natural and unaffected — Ha ft 

V 

Marg. But if he chance to uſe her civilly, 

Take 3 there's Covert-Malice in his Smiles, 

Millions to one the Villain has been whoring, 

And comes to try Experiments on her; 

Beſides a thouſand Under-Plots and Crofles, 

Preſcribing Silence ſtil] where'er he comes, 

No chat, he cries, of Colours, Points or Faſhions, 
Nem. Preach on, Divine, ha! ha 
Marg. Let me not hear you ask my ſickly Lady, 

Whether ſhe found Obſtructions at the Waters. 

Nem. Fy, that's obſcene | 
Marg. Thus damns the Affectation of our Prattle, 

And ſwears he'll gag the Clack, or what is worle. 
Nem. Nay, hole | 
Marg. Send for the new-found Lock —— 
New. What, mad -———— 
Marg. Do Villain, Traitor: 

Contrive this Miſchief if thou canſt, for me 

Send thou the Padlock, but I'll find the Key. [Exits 
Nem. Whir goes the Partridge on the parring Wing 

Vet when I ſee my time I muſt recal her; 

For ſhe has admirable things in her, ſuch as if I gain not, 

the Princeſs of C/eve may fix me to her, without nauſeating 


the Vice of Conftancy ha! Bellamore. 
Enter Bellamore. 


Whas News, my Dear, ha, — haſt thou found ber ? 
ar. . 
754% I have. 


Nem. Where, how, when, and by what means? 
| Bell. 
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1 Bell. After J had enquired after the Prince's Health, *. 
' F ask'd a Woman of his Lady, who told me, If I 
She was retired into the great Bower in the Garden. The 

p Nem. The very Place where firſt I ſaw and lov'd her, Gui, 
When after I had ſav'd the Prince's Life, Wit 

i He brought me late one Ev'ning to the View, Add 
| There Love and Friendſhip firſt began; Tha 
[ My Love remains, and Friendſhip, as P 
ö Much as Man can have for his Cuckold; N 


Nay, I know not that Man upon Earth I love ſo well, or W And 
cou'd take ſo much from, as this hopeful Prince of Cleve— I kn 
Did# thou ſee her in the Garden ? ———— And 

Bell. My Lord, I did, where ſhe appear'd like her that I aj , 
gave Acteon Horns, with all her Nymphs about her,buſy P 
in tying Knots which ſhe took from Baskets of Ribbons 
that they brought her; and methought ſhe ty'd and un- N 
ty'd 'em fo prettily as if ſhe had been at croſs Queſtions, I © 
or knew not what ſhe did, her Face, her Neck and Arms ¶ vou 


— 


bh ER. — 


P6t 7. — —ͤ 
ME mas . — —— — — 
WS — — — — 


— —̃ — 


n 


| quite bare | I fay 
ul Nem. No more; if I live Ill ſee her to Night, for the I vou | 
'l heroick Vein comes upon me —— Death and the Devil, Nay, 


what ſhall become of the Back Stair Lady then? — hark I vou! 
thee, Bellamore, take this Key: Doſt thou hear, Rogue? For 

go to St. Andre's Houſe, through the Garden upthe Back- I Wha 
Stairs, puſh open the Door and be bleſt. Hell! can't 1 . 
be in two Places at once? hark thee, give her this, and p. 
this, and this; when thou biteſt her with a parting Blow, 47, 


figh out Nemours. P 
Bell. I Il dot Shou' 
Enter the Prince of Cleve. 4 : 
Nem. Go to Tournon for the reſt, he'll inſtruct thee in * 
the Management: Away. | For ſ 
Ha ! he comes up but ſlowly, yet he ſees me, Ne 
Perhaps he's jealous, why then I'm jealous too; You ( 


Hypocriſy and Soſtneſo, with all the Arts of Woman, I 
Tip my Tongue. Nez 
P. C. I come, my Lord, to ask if you love me. ps fat 


Nem, 


e in 


lan, 


E. 


Nen. 
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Nem. Love thee, my Cleve ! by Heaven, ere yet I faw 
Thus were my Prayers ſtill offered to the Fates: thee, 
If I mult chooſe a Friend, grant me, ye Powers, 
The Man I love may ſeize my Heart at once ; 
Guide him the perfect Temper of yourſelves, 
With ev'ry manly Grace and ſhining Virtue ; 
Add yet the Bloom of Beauty to his Youth, 
That I may make a Miſtreſs of him too. 
P. C. O Heavn! 
Nem. That at firſt View our Souls may kindle, 
And like two Tapers kindly mix their Beams; 
I knelt, and pray'd, and wept for ſuch a Bleſſing, 
And they return'd me more than I cou'd ask, 
All that was good, or great, or juſt in thee. 
P. C. You ſay you love me, I muſt make the Proof, 
For you have brought it toa Doubt 
Nem. In what ? 
P. C. In this; you have not given me all your Heart. 
You muſe of late, ev'n on my Bridal Day, 
I faw you fit with a too thoughtful Brow; | 
You figh'd, and hung your Head upon your Hand: 
Nay, in the midſt of Laughter | 
You ſtarted, bluſh'd, and cry'd, it-was wondrous well, 
And yet you knew not what — ſpeak like a Friend, 
What 4s the Cauſe, my Lord? | 
Nem. Shall I deal plainly with you? Tm not well. 
P. C. I do believe it, how happen'd the Diſtemper ? 
Nem. It is too deep to ſearch, nor can I tell you. 
P. C. Then you are no Friend. 
Shou'd Cleve thus anſwer to Nemours, I cannot; 
Say rather, that you will truſt a Man 
You do not leve. 
Nem. By Heav'n I do. 
P. C. By Heaven you do? yet tis too deep to ſearch 
For ſuch a ſhallow Friend. 
Nem. Of al} Mankind 
You ought not —— _ 
P. C. Nay the reſt. 
Nem. It is not fit, 1 24 
Pe __ I' bear it to my Grave whate er it be. 2 
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P. C. You are in Love, my Lord, 
And if you do not ſwear — But where's the need 
You ftart, you change, you are another Man, 
You bluſh, you're all conſtraint, you turn away. 
Nem. Why take it then; tis true I am in Love, 
In Torture, Racks, in all the Hells of Love, 
Of hopeleſs, reſtleſs, and eternal Love. 
P. C. Her Name, my Lord. 
Nem. Her Name, my Lord, to you ? 
P. C. To me, Confuſion, Plagues, and Death upon me 
Why not to me? and wherefore did you ſay, 
Of all Mankind I ought not? — There you ſtopt, 
But wou'd have ſaid — To pry into this Buſineſs — 
Yet ſpeak to eaſe the Troubles of my Soul, 
By all our Friendſhip, by the Life thou gav'ſt me, 
I do conjure thee, thunder in my Ears, 
”Tis-Chartres that thou lov ſt, Chartres my Wife. 
Nem. Your Wife, my Lord? [it 
P. C. My Wife, my Lord; and I muſt have you own 
Nem. I will not tell you, Sir, who tis I love; 
Yet think me not ſo baſe, were it your Wife, 
That all the ſubtleſt Wit of Earth or Hell 
Should make me vent a Secret of that Nature 
'To any Man on Earth, much leſs to you. 
P. C. Yet you cou'd baſely tell it to the Fidem, - 
And he to all the Court— But I waſte time 
By all the boiling Venom of my Paſlion, 
Pl make you own it ere we part — Diſpatch, 
Say thou haſt whor'd my Wife, Damnation on me, 
Pronounce me, Cuckold. | 
Nem. But then I give my ſelf the Lye, 
Who told you but juſt before, I would not ſpeak, 
Tho' I had done it: Which I ſwear I have not. 
Beſide, I fear you are going mad. 
P. C. Draw then and make it up; 
For if thou doſt not own what I demand, 
What you both know, and have conplotted on me, 
Tho' neither will confeſs, I ſwear agen, 
That one of us muſt fall. 
Nem. Then-take my. Life, 
. 


P. C. 
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P. C. Iwill, by Heav'a, if thou refuſe me Jaſtice ; 
Draw then, for if thou doſt not, I will kill thee, 

And tell my Wife thou baſely didſt confeſs 
Thy Guilt at laſt, in hopes to fave thy Life. 

Nem. That is a Blaſt indeed, that Honour ſhrinks at ; 

Therefore I draw, but Oh ! but witne Heaven, 

With ſuch a trembling Hand and bleeding Heart, 

As if I were ta fight againſt my Father. 

Therefore I thee 2 the Name of Friend, 

Which once with half this Suit wou d have diſſal d thee ; 

I beg thee, gentle Cleve, to hold thy Hand. 

P. C. I'm deaf as death, that ealls for one or both. 
[Cleve 7s diſarm d. Nemours gives him his Savard 
again] _ 

Nem. Ihen give it me, I arm thy Hand again, 
Againſt my Heart, againſt this Heart that loves thee: 
Truſt then, for by the Blood that bears my Life, 

Thou ſhalt not know the Name of her I love; 
Not but I ſwear upon the Point of Death, 
Your Wife's as clear from me as Heav'ndirit made her. 

P. C. No more, my Lord, you've given me twice my 

Nem. Are you not hurt? [Late. 

P. C. Alas! *tis not ſo well, 

I have no Wound but that which Honour malcos, 

And yet there's ſomething cold upon my Heart, 

] hope tis Death, and I ſhall ſhortly pay you 

With Chartres Love, for you deſerve her better. | 
Nem. No, Sir, you ſhall not, you ſhall live, my Lord, 
And long enjoy your beauteous virtuous Bride; 

ou ſhall, dear Prince, why are you then ſo cold? 

P. C. I cannot ſpeak —— But thus, and thus, there's 
ſomething riſes here. [away, 

Nem. wait you home; nay, fhake theſe Drops 
And = upon my Arm —— 9 

P. C. I will do any thing, 

80 you will promiſe never to upbraid me. 

Nem. I ſwear I will not. 


P. C. But will you love me too as formerly? 
Nem. I ſwear far more than ever. 


P, C. 
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P. C. Thou know'ſt my Nature's ſoft, yet, Oh 
Such Love as mine, and injur'd as I thought, 
'Wou'd ſpleen the Gaul - leſs Turtle, wou d ir not? 
Nem. It wou'd, by Heav'n — You make a Woman 
of «me. * c [Weeping. 
P. C. Why any thing thou ſay'ſt to humour me, 
Vet it is kind, and I muſt love theſe Tears, 
J hope my Heart will break, and then we're ev'n ; 
And yet if this cruel Love thy C/eve ſhou'd kill, 
Remember after Death thou lov'ſt me Kill. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Tournon with the Vidam. 


Four. So, let the Corner be your Poſt, and as ſoon 23 
ever you ſee St. Andre come ſtalking in his Dream, lip to 
his Lady: and when you haye agreed upon the Writings, 
III be ready to bring you off with a Witneſs 
Vid. Thou dear obliging —— | 
Tour. No more © that; away, mark but how eaſily 
thoſe that are gifted with Diſcretion bring things about ; 
in the Name of Goodneſs let Men and Women have 
their Risks, but ſtill be.careful of the Main — Here's a 
hot-headed Lord goes mad for a prating Girl, treats her, 
preſents her, flames for her, dies for her, till the Fool 
complies for pure Love, and when the Bus'neſs fails, is 
forc'd to live at laſt by the Love of his Footman : but ſhe 
that makes a firm Bargain, is commonly thought a great 
Soul; for my Lord, having conſider'd on't, thinks her 
a Perſon of depth, and fo reſolves to have it out of her — 
But why do I talk {o my ſelf, when there's ſomething to 
do? certainly I ſhou'd have made a rare Speaker ina 
Parliament of Women, or a notable Head to a female 
Jury, when his Lordihip gravely puts the Queſtion, Whe- 
ther it be Satis, or Non Satis, or Nunquam Satis, and 
we bring it in /enoramus — Ha! but who comes here? 
I muſt attend for Bellamore. 


Enter 


man 
ng. 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 


Enter Poltrot, Celia overhearing. 


Pol. My Wife and I went to Bed together, and I'll 
warrant full ſhe was of Expectation, ſo white and clean, 
and much inclin'd to laugh, and lay at her full length, 
as who wou'd ſay, come eat me. 

Cel. Said ſhe ſo, ſwest Sir? 

Pol. Not a bit, by the Lord, not I, not! 

Cel. Alas! nice Gentleman. ä 

Pol. A Farmer wou'd ſay this was barbarouſly done, be- 
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cauſe he loves Beef — But I have Plover in reſerye —— 


Enter St. Andre in his Sleep. The Vidam goes in. 


Ha ! Se. Andre, hark, I hear him buſtle : O Lord! how 
my Heart goes pit - a pat! nay, Idream'd laſt Night I was 
gelt "Tis he, 'tis he, by the Twilight I ſee him 
Ay, now the Politick Head goes, it branch by and 
by —— What was that ſtop for? there's neither Gate nor 
Stile in your way; now by that ſudden ſtretch, he ſeems 
as if he wou'd take a Jump, or practiſe on the high 
Rope. O your humble Servant, Sir, I'll but do a little 
Bus'neſs for you and be with you agen. Nay, leok you, 
Sir, I have as many Bobs as Democritus when he cry'd 
Poor Jack — There's more Pride in a Puritan's Band, 
ſhort Hair, and Cap pinch'd, than under a King's Crown. 
Poor Jack; Citizens, Citizens, look to your Wives, the 
Courtiers come, look to em, they'll do'em ; look to em, 
they'll do em; Poor Jack—— 

St. 4. Ha! Ha! You'll tickle me to Death=Nay— 
Your Miſtreſs will hear us Thou art the wanton- 


elt Rogue 


Enter Tournon 4vith Bellamore. 
Tour. Madam. 
Cel. Here's 
Tour. Here's a Thief I took in your Chamber 


Tak LL H Bell 
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Bell. Ah, Madam ! retire for a Moment, and I'll make 
you the whole Confeſſion. 
Cel. Confeſs, and you know what follows; however 
I am reſolved to hear what you can fay for your ſelf. 
Exeunt, 
St. A. Nay Piſh, nay Fy, Sweet 3 But Pll 
Kiſs you if I can ; 


Re-enter Poltrot. 


I did not take you for to be ſuch a kind of Man. 

But III go call my Mother as loud as I can cry; 

Why, Mother, Mother, Mother, out upon you, Fy. 
Pol. O Lord! O Lord! I had like to have trod upon a 

nt that would have bit me to Death. I went to 

take up the Clothes as gently as I cou d for my Life, when 
a great, huge, hoarſe Voice flew in my Face, with damn 
me you Son of a Whore, I'll cut your Throat; you may 
gueſs 1 withdrew, for o'my Conſcience the Fright had 
almoſt made me unclean : but I'll to my own Spouſe, and 
if the Lord be pleas'd to bring me off ſafe this bout, 1'l! 
never go a Cuckold-making agen while my Eyes are B 
open. [ Exit. ſc 

St. A. Hark, my Wife's coming _ 8 up A 
with my Breeches ; fo, ſo, ſmooth the Bed What 
damn'd Luck is this So, fall a rubbing the Room 
agen— Hark you, Wife; Celia has been upon the hunt 
for you all this Day, ſhe's below in the Garden ; go, go, 
we'll kiſs when you come back—— Now, Sirrah, now, m 
you Rogue, ſhe's gone ; come, come, loſe not your Oppor- Ci 
tunity, I'll keep on my Breeches for fear Ay? 
No, no, not upon the Bed ; Piſh, againſt the Back of this yo 
Chair Won't Hew can you tell T 
I'll buy _ a 2 2 — a _ _ 5 laced Petti- 
coat, and pay thee dou ages; O! thou dear, A 
ſoft, ſ 2 ling Rogue, what wou'dſt thou pe = 
me ? Gad, but I'll have thee : Gad, but ['ll catch thee ; an; 
Ay, and have at thee agen and agen. Exit. M 


Re-enter 


ſhe look u 
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Re-enter Poltrot. 


Pol. Was ever Man of Honour thus unfortunately met 
with? I went into my Chamber, and trod as ſoftly as a 
half-ſtarved Mouſe, for fear of waking my Cat; when 
coming cloſe to my Bedſide, methought it rocked to and 


fro like a great Cradle, and the Clothes heav'd as if ſome 


Beaſt lay blowing there But the Beaſt was by the Bede 
fide it ſeems — Yes, I am, and who can help it, as 
very a Cornuto as Cer was grafted—— [ heard my be- 
loved Wife too—— The Plagues of Egypt on her 
ſpeak ſo lovingly and angrily together Nay, prithee 
my Dear —— Nay, now you aretireſom—— [ be 
aſham' d. to look you in the Face agen! Why, how will 
me then ? O Lord What ſhall I 
do? ſhall I ftand thus like a Cuckoldy Son of a Whore, 
with my Horns in my Pocket, and not be reveng'd ?— 


Enter St. Andre 


But here comes as very a Cuckold as my ſelf; I am re- 


ſolv'd to wake him, and we'll fall upon together 
Aloo, St. Andre, St. Andre. 
St. A. Ti-ti'tis im-im-im- I I I ſhould be the 


Man, fo-fo-for I cannot ſpeak a plain Word. 

Pol. You'rea Cuckold, a Cuckold, a Cuckold. 

St. A. Why lo-lo-look you, I faid it co-co-cou'd not be 
me; for, Sir, Iall the World knows, I am no Cu- Cu- 
Cuckold. 

Pol. Wake, wake, I ſay, or I'll ſhake the Bones out of 
your Body, your Horns are a growing, your Bed is a 
going, your Heifer's a plowing.- | | 

St. A. Why, let her Plo-Plo-Plow on, if the Se-Se-Seed 
be well ſown, we ſhall have a good Cro-Crop. 

Pol. Worſe and worſe: why then I'll roar out directly 
and raiſe the Neighbours —— Help, Ho Help ! Murder! 
Murder! Fire! Fire! Fire! Cuckoldom ! Cuckoldom ! 
Thieves! Murder! Rapes ! Cuckoldom! 


H 2 Eater 
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Light! Light! Light! ſhot in the Guts ſay you 
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Enter the Vidam and Bellamore. The Vidam comes 
up to Poltrot, ſhoots off a 4 * St. Andre and 
Poltrot fall down together ournon enters with 

Tournon d, off the Vidam and 


the Ladies 
Bellamore. 


Cel. Thieves, Thieves! Ho! Facques ! Pedro 


El. Thieves! Thieves Wake! wake! my Lord. 

St. A. waking. ] Why, What the Devil's the matter? 
Where am 1? | 

El. O ! you'll never leave this ill habit of walking in 
Tis a Mercy we had not all been mur- 
der d Vou went down in your Shirt, Sir, qpen'd the 
Door, and let in Rogues that had like to have cut all our 
Throats — But for the future, I am reſolved to tie you 
to me with the Bed-Cord, rather than endure this.. 

St. A. Where's Paltrot? 

Cel. Murder' d, Sir, here l here! here ! one of the Vil- 
lains has diſcharg'd a Piſtol juſt in his Belly 

St. A. Shot in the Guts! Lord bleſs us 
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here Tom, a 


Pol. Oh ! Oh !—— Lower, lower, lower — Feel, feel, 
ſearch me, lower, lower, 


87. 4. Cold hereabouts Let's bear him to his 
Bed, and ſend for a Surgeon 
Pol. Softly, ſoftly, ſoftly Come not near me 


Crocodil; Oh! Oh | 
Se. A. Unhappy Chance, no where but juſt in the Guts? 
Pol. Yes, yes, yes, in the Head too, in the Head, Man, 

in the Head: Nay, and let me tell you, you had belt 

ſearch your own, but bear me off, or I ſhall ſwoon, 1 


[Exeunt, 


-— trickle, trickle in my Breeches ; Oh ! Oh! 
on - | 


SCENE 


NE 
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SCENE III. 
Enter Nemours; Pedro Jiftning. 
Nem. Alas! Poor Prinee, I proteſt the Violence of 


his Paſſion has caſt him in a Fever, he dies of i 
And how then? Shall I marry the Princeſs of Cleve, or 
ſtick to Marguerite as, we are ? For "tis moſt certain ſhe 
has rare things in her, which I found by my laſt Expe- 
riment, and J love her more than ever, almoſt to Jealouly : 
Beſides, Tournen tells me, the Dauphin begins to buzabout 
her agen, and who knows but in this heat of hers, as 
ſhe ſays, ſhe will hang her ſelf out to Sale? but he may 
nick the time and buy her I like not that — No, 
III throw boldly, clear the Table if I can; if not, tis 
but at laſt forſwearing Play, ſhake off my new Acquain- 
tance, and be eaſy with my Reſerve Hark, I am 
juſt upon the Bower-Muſick 
Ped. I have hitherto obey'd my Maſter's Order; but 
I'm reſolv'd to dog him till he's lodg'd 
Nem. Now do I know the Preciſe will call me damn'd 
Rogue for wronging my Friend, eſpecially ſuch a ſoft, 
ſweet natur'd Friend, as this gentle Prince Veri- 
ly, I ſay, they lye in their Throats; were the graveſt of 
'em in my Condition, and thought it ſhou'd never be 
known, they wou d rouſe up the Spirit, caſt the dapper 
Cloke, leave off their humming and hawhing, and fall 
too like a Man of Honour. [Exit. 
Ped. PIl face him till he enters the Bower, and then 
call my Lord. 


SCENE, Ye Bower, Lights, Seng. 
The Princeſs of Cleve, Irene. 
| SONG. 


L, Oveh Selina, Innocent and free 
| From all the * Arts of Love, 


ih Thus 
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Thus in a melancholy Grove, 
Enjoy'd the feveetneſs of her Privacy, 
Till th' envious Gods defigning to undo her, 


Diſpatch'd a Swain, not unlike them, to we ber: 


It was not long ere the d 
A gentle Youth born to perſuade, 

Deceiv'd the too too eaſy Maid; 

Her Scrip and Garlands ſoon ſhe did forſake, 

And raſhly told the Secrets of her Heart, 

Which the fond Man would evermore impart, 

Falſe Florimel, Foy of my Heart, ſaid foe, 

"Tis hard to love and hue in vain, 

Ta hve and not be lob d again; 


en did take, 


And why ſhould Love and Prudence diſagree 


Pity ye Powers that fit at eaſe above, 
1F &er you knew what tis to be Love. 


Princeſs C. Alas! Irene, I do believe Nemours, 
The Man thou repreſentſt him; yet O Heay'n! 
And O my Heart ! in ſpite of my Reſolves, 

Spite of thoſe matchleſs Virtues of my Husband, 
I love the Man my Reaſon” bids me hate: 

Yet grant me ſome few Hours ye Saints to hve, 
That I may try what Innocence ſo arm'd | 
As mine, with Vows, can do in ſuch a Cauſe! 
'The War's begun, the War of Loye and Virtue, 
And I am fixt to conquer or to die. 


Trene. Your Fate is hard; and ſince you honour'd me 


With the important Secret of your Life, 
I've labour'd for the Remedy of Love. 
Princeſs C. I muſt to Death own thee my better A 


ngel ; 


Thou know'ſt the Strugglings of my wounded Soul, 


nſt. this lawleſs Paſſion, 
Till I have lain like Slaves upon the Wrac 
My Veins half burſt, my weary Eye. balls fix d, 
My Brows all cover'd with big Drops of Sweat, 


Haſt ſeen me ftrive a 


Which ſtrangling Grief wrung from my tortur'd Brain. 
firſt I ſaw 


Trene. Alas! I weep to ſee you thus agen. 
Princeſs C. Thou haſt heard me curſe the 


The fatal charming Face of low d Nemours, 


when 


Haſ 
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Haſt heard the Death-bed Counſel of my Mother, 
Yet, what can this avail, ſpite of my Soul, 

The nightly Warnings from her dreadful Shroud ? 

J love Nemours, I languiſh for Nemours, 

And when I think to baniſh him my Breaſt, 

My Heart rebels, I feel a orging Pain | 
That chokes me up, Tremblings from Head to Foot, 
A ſnhog of Blood and Spirits, Madmens Fears, 
Convulſions, gnawing Griefs, and angry Tears. 


Enter Nemours. 


Ha ! but behold — My Lord ———— 
Nem. Oh! pardon me, ſpare me a Minute's ſpace, and 
Princeſs C. Is this a time, Sir ? II am gone. 
Nem. Oh ! I muſt ſpeak or die. 

Princeſs C. Die then, ere thus preſume to violate 

The Honour of your Friend, your own and mine 
Nem. Yet hear me; and I-ſwear by all things ſacred, 


Never to ſee you more. 
and keep your Word. 


Princeſs C. Speak then 
Horror and Death ! | 

Neri. Did yow but know what tis to love like me, 
Without a dawn. of Bliſs to dream all Day, 
To pass the Night in broken Sleeps away, 
Toſs'd in the reſtleſs Tides of Hopes and Fears, 
With Eyes for ever running o'er with Tears; 
To leave my Couch, and fly to Beds of Flow'rs, 0 


T” invoke the Stars, to curſe the dragging Hours, 

To talk like Madmen to the Groves and Bow'rs. 

Cou'd you. know this, yet blame my tortur'd Love, 

If thus it throws my Body at your Feet : Oh fly not 

Vouchſafe but juſt to view me in Deſpair, hence; 

I ask not Love, but Pity from the Fair. | 
Princeſs C. O Heavens ! inſpire my Heart. 
Nem. The Heavenly Powers 

Accept the pooreſt Sacrifice we bring, 

A Slave to them's as welcome as a King. 

Behold a Slave that glories in your Chains, 

Ah ! with ſame Shew of Mercy view my Pains 3: 
Ma H 4 | Your 
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Your piercing Eyes have made their ſplendid way, 

Where Lightning cou'd not pals - 

Ev'n through my Soul their pointed Luſtre goes, 

And facred Smart upon my Spirit throws ; 

Yet I your Wounds with as much Zeal defire, 

As Sinners that wou'd paſs to Bliſs through Fire. 

Yes, Madam, I muſt loye you to my Death, 

I'll igh your Name with my laſt Gaſp of Breath. 
Princeſs C. No more, I have heard you, Sir, as you 


[ defur'd, 
Enter the Prince of Cleve. 


Reply not, but withdraw, if poſſible; 

Fix to your Word, and let us truſt our Fates ; 

Be gone, I charge you, ſpeak not, but retire. [ Exit Nem. 
P. C. Excellent Woman, and Oh! matchleſs Friend, 

Love, Friendſhip, Honour, Poiſon, Daggers, Death! [Falls. 
Princeſs C. O Heaven ! "2 help ! help the Prince, 

my 

My deareſt Cleve, wake from this Dream of Death, 

And hear me ſpeak | 
P. C. Curſe on my Diſpoſition, | 

That thus permits me bear the Wounds of Honour! 

And oh ! thou fooliſh, gentle, love-ſick Heart, 

Why didſt thou lett my Hand from ſtabbing both? 
Princeſs C. Behold, my Lord, *tis yet within your 

To give me Death [ Powes 
P. C. J do intreat thee leave me; 

I'm bound for Death my ſelf, and I wou'd make 

My Paſlage eaſy, if you wou'd permit me: 

All that I ask thee for the Heart I gave thee, 

And for the Life I love in thy behalf, | 

Is, that thou wou'dſt leave me to my ſelf a while, 

And this poor honeſt Friend 

Princeſs C. I wou'd obey you, 

But cannot ftir I know, I know, my Lord, 

| You think that I deſign'd to meet Nemours 

This Night; but by the Powers above I ſwear 

P. C. O] do not ſwear: for, Chartres, credit me, 


There is a Power that can and will revenge; 
| T herefor 
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Therefore, dear Soul, for I muſt love thee fill, 
If thou wilt ſpeak, confeſs, repent thy Fault, 
And thay, perhaps, may'ſ find a Door of Mercy 
For me; by all my Hopes of Heaven, I ſwear, 
I freely now forgive thee-——O ! my Heart. 
Pedro, thy Arm, let me to Bed 
Princeſs C. And do you then refuſe my Help? 
P. C. In honour, Chartres, after ſuch a Fall, 
I ought not to permit that thou ſhou'dſt touch me 
Princeſs C. But, Sir, I will, your Arm: I'll hold you 
Thus in the cloſeſt, ſtricteſt, deareſt Claſps, (all. 
Nor ſhall you die believing my Diſhonour; 
I ſwear I knew not of Nemours his coming, 
Nor had I ſpoke thoſe Words which yet were guiltleſs,, 
Had he not vow'd never to ſee me more: 
By our firſt Meeting, by our Nuptial Joys, 
By my dead Mother's Ghoſt, by your own Spirit, 
Which, Oh! I fear, is taking Leave for ever; 
I ſwear that this is true - | 
P. C. I do believe thee ;; LS 
Thou haſt ſuch Power, ſuch Charms in thoſe dear Lips 
As might perſuade me that I am not dying. 
Off Pedro, by my moſt untimely Fate 
I wear——TÞ'm reconcil'd ; and hark thee, C/eve;. 
If thou doft marry, ha! I cannot ſpeak, 
Away to Bed, yet love my Memory 
Princeſs C. To Bed, and muſt we part then? 
P. C. Oh! we muſt 
Were I to live, I ſhou'd not ſee thee more 
But ſince I am dying, by this Kiſs I beg thee, 
Nay, I command thee part, be gone and leave me: 
Princeſs C. I goand leave thee this farewel Prayer be-- 
For me, if all I've ſaid be net moſt true, [hind me. 
True as thou think'ſ me falſe, all Curſes on me ! 
The Whips of Conſcience, and the Stings of Pleaſure, . 
Sores and Diſtempers, Diſappointments plague me; 
May all my Life be one continued Torment, 
And that more racking than a Woman's Labour; 
In meeting Death may my leaſt Trouble be 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
| Enter Poltrot, Bellamore. 


OQME, come, take her into Grace agen, 
SINE *twas but a lip. | 
B. Pol. Take her into Grace agen! 
Why ſure you wou'd have her bring me 
to that paſs ſhe did in Eng/and, when my Lord Hair- 
brain us d to Keep me in awe, © ſtand biting my Lips, 
twiſting my Hat, playing with my Thumbs, while they 
were at it, and I durſt not look behind me. 
Bell. Mere Jealouſy ; you ſay your ſelf you ſaw no- 


ng. | 

Pol. No, Sir, I thank you, I had more care of my 
'Throat, neither is this the firſt Fault: for once upon a 
time, a little while after we were marry'd, at London 
a Pox o that cuckolding Trajan Race; ſhe was talking 
to me one Day out of her Window more pleaſantly than 
ordinary — and acted with her Head and Body won- 
drous prettily Butting at me like a little Goat, 
while I butted at her agen. þ I being glad to find her in 


o good a Humour, what did I, Sir, but ftole away, and 


came ſoftly up the Back ſtairs, thinking to cry, Bo — 
But, Oh! Lord — How was I thunder-ftruck to find 
my Lord Hairbrain there all in a Sweat kiſſing and 
ſmacking, puffing and blowing ſo hard, you wou'd have 
ſworn they had been at Hot cockles—— 

Bell. A little familiar perhaps, things of Cuſtom —— 

Pol. Ay, Sir, kiſs my Wife and welcome; but for the 
Zeal in her ſhogging and butting— — Noli me tangere, I 
cry I am ſure it ran ſo in my Imagination, I have 
been horn-mad ever ſince Therefore ſpare your Pains, 
for I am reſolute. 


: Enter 
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Enter Celia. 


Bell. See where ſhe comes, my Lord But you are 
reſolved you ſay—— However, let me adviſe you, have 
a care of making her deſperate. [Exit.. 

Pol. Deſperate—Dama her, Polluter of my Sheets 
Damn her. ; 

Seek, Celia, not to ſhun me; for where-e'er you fly, 
TII follow hang upon thy Knees and die. 
Poltrot, behold — Ah! canſt thou ſee me kneel, 
And yet no Bowels of Compaſſion feel ? 

Why doſt thou bluſter by me like a Storm, 

And ruffle into Frowns that Godlike Form? 

Why doſt thou turn away thoſe Eyes of thine, 

In which Love's Glory, and its Conqueſts ſhine ? 
What is this thing call'd Woman ? the is worſe 
Than all Ingredients ramm'd into a Curſe. 

Were ſhe a Witch, a Baud, a Noſeleſs Whore;. 

J cou'd forgive her, ſo ſhe were no more: 

But ſhe's far worſe; and will in time foreſtall 
The Devil, and be damning of us all. 

Cel. Yet Honour bids you fink with her you call 

So foul, whoſe Frailties you too ſharply nam'd ; 
Like Adam, you ſhou'd chooſe with her to fall, 
And in meer Generoſity be damn'd. 

Pol. No, by thy ſelf, and all alone be curſt, 
And by the Winds thy Venom Duſt be hurl'd ;; 
For thou'rt a Serpent equal to the firſt, 

And haſt the Will to damn another World. 

Cel. But am I not thy Wife? Let that atone 

Pol. My dear damn'd Wife, I do confeſs thou art: 
Fleſh of my Fleſh, and Bone too of my Bone; 

Wou'd mine had all been broke when firſt thou wert.. 

Cel. Why then T'll cringe no longer; hark you, Sir, 


leave off your ſwelling, and frowning, and aukward 


ambling, and tell me, in fine, whether you'll be recon- 
cil'd, or no: for I'm reſoly'd to ſtoop no longer to an 
ungrateful Perſon. 


Bol. 
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Pol. To your Husband, to your Head, to your Lord 
and Maſter, you will not, Goody Bathſpeba ; but you 
cou'd ſtoop your Swine's Fleſh laſt Night, you cou'd, 
to. your rank Bravado, that wou'd have ſtruck his Tusks 
in my Guts: He had you with a Beck, a Snort; nay, 
o'my Conſcience, thou wou'dſt not give him time to 
ſpeak, but hunch'd him on the Side like a full-acorn'd 

ar, cry'd Oh! and mounted 

Cel. Ate you reſolv'd then, never to take me into 
your Grace agen for one Slip? 

Pol. No, I'm the Son of a carted Baud if I do; a 
Slip do you call it? what when I heard the Bed crack. 
with the Violence of my Cuckoldom ! No, I will aſcend 
the Judge of my own Cauſe, proceed to Condemnation, 
and baniſh thee for ever the Confines of our Benevo- 
lence— 

Cel. What here, before the Vidam here? 

Pol. Yes, Impudence, before the Vidam, and the 
Duke Nemours; nay, to thy eternal Confuſion, I will 
Poſt thee in the Market-place; but firſt I'll find out 
St. Andre, and tell him the whole Matter, that he may 
know too what a Ram his bleſſed Ewe has made him 3. 
and then 

Cel. And then I'Il have your Throat cut. | 

Pol. Ha! Tigreſs, cut my Throat! why, thou She- 
Bear! thou Dam of Lions Whelps, thou Cormorant of 
Cormorants! why, what wilt thou devour me Horns and 
all ? 

Cel He that miſs'd your Guts in the dark, ſhall take 
better aim at your Gullet by Day-light ; nay, to thy 
Terror of Heart be it known, thou Monſter of IIl- nature, 
if I wou'd have conſented laſt Night to have run his For- 
tune, which is no ſmall one, he wou'd have murder'd 
thee in thy Bed, for I heard him ſpeak theſe very Words, 
Let him lie, I» Mortuts & in. limbs. Patrum — 
Where-I muſt have pray'd for that unthankful Soul, or- 
thou wou'dſt have been damn'd to all Eternity, dying 
ſaddenly and without Repentance — ; 

Pol. O Lord! O Lord! In Mortuis, & in limbo Pa- 
tram; What, to be toſs'd on burning Pitch forks = my 

ins? 
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Sins > Why, what a bloody- minded Son of Jelial is 


this ? 
Cel. In fine, ſince you will have the Truth, he has 
long had a Defign upon both our Bodies, to raviſh- mine, 


and rip open yours. | 

Poll Why, then he's 2 Cannibal; 5 Lord! Lord ! 
Lord! Lord! why, what Pleaſure can it be to any Man: 
to rip me open? to raviſh thee indeed; there's ſome: 
ſenſe in that—But there's none in rĩpping me open; Why, 
this is ſuch a brutiſh Cruelty— 

Cel. Rogue, and fo I told him — Therefore when 
he found that nothing could make me conſent to your 
Murder, he ſwore. and caught me by the Hair, if I tirr'd,_ 
or made the leaſt Noiſe, he wou'd murder us all, ſet the 
Houſe o'Fire, and fo leave us to our felves—- | 

Pal. And fo thou wert fore d to conſent : why, then 
by this Kiſs, I ſwear from my Soul, which might have 
been damn'd as thou ſay'ſt: but for thee, I forgive. 
thee— And what was he that cuckolded S. Andre, ſuch 
another Mephoftophilus as this too? 

Cel. Oh ! my Dear, there are not ſuch a pair of Friends 
upon Earth agen —Why, they look upon't as a Favour to- 
our Sex. if they raviſh- a Woman; for you muſt know 
they were formerly Heads of the Banditti 

Pol. Well, and I muſt praiſe thy Diſcretion in ſacri- 
ficing thy Body; fon o my Conſcience, if they had ſeen. 
this Smock-Face of mine, I had gone to pot too before 
my Execution. 

Cel. They ſent their Pages this Morning to know 
whether it was our Pleaſure to have your Throats cut: 
But we anſwered em, all was well, and deſir'd em as 
y they hop'd. to. ſee us agen, to ſtir no further in the 

atter. | 

Pol. Mum, mum, dear ſweet Soul, ſecure my Life; and 
thou ſhalt command me for the future with as fil a ſwing 
as thou canſt deſire; only like thoſe that uſe that Exerciſe, 
let it be to and fro, ſometimes at home, and ſometimes. 
abroad, and we'll be as merry as the Day is long. 

Cel. Be thou but true to me, and like the India Wives, 
Ill not out- live the 

Pol. 
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Pol. And I'll fwear now, that was kindly ſaid; as Þ 
hope for Mercy, but it makes me weep! what burn for 
me- And ſhall I not return? I will, I will, I will 
return when thou doſt burn.. 


Enter St. Andre; Elianor. 


Nay, when thy Body in the Fire a * 

My Ghoſt ſhall riſe and quench it with his Tears. 

Sz. A. All Fleſh is Graſs, that's certain, we're all mor» 
tal, the Court's in Mourning for the Prince of Clive, the 
Fidam of Chartres is extremely griev'd hark you, 
Poltrot, ſure as I am alive he 72 of Jealouſy. Well 
Nelly, for this laſt Care of thine, I ſwear to be conſtant 
to thy Sheets; and as thou fſay'ft, I think it will not be 
amiſs to tye me to thee now. and then, for fear of the 
worſt----ha ! Poltrot— | 

Pol. Ha! Bully, I heard your kind Expreſſions to your 
Nell; and I'll fwear TI ll vie thee, with who ſhall love 
moſt, for I'll ſwear theſe daily Examples make my Hair 
ſtand an end Cut my Throat, and rip me open, he: 
ſhall cuckold me all over firſt, like the Man in the Alma - 
mack ; nay, he ſhall raviſh me while I hold the Door to 
my own deflowring. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Nemours, Touron. 


Nen. Reſolv'd never to ſee me more, and give up her 
Honour to the Dauphin, that puling ſniveling Prince, that 
looks as if he ſuck'd ſtill, or were always in a. Milk- Diet, 
for the Sins of his Florentine Mother! 

Tour. Bleſs me! you are jealous. 

Nem. I confeſs it The laſt time J had her in Diſ- 
guile, ſhe made ſuch Diſcoveries as I ſhall never forget : 

oſe her I muſt not, no, I'll loſe a Limb firſt ; therefore 
go tell her, tell her the Prince of Cleve's Death has 
wrought my Converſion, I grow. weary of my wild Cour- 
ſes, repent of my Sins, am reſolv'd to leave off whoring, 
and marry his Wife 


Tour: 
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Tur. So the Town talks, indeed. — * 

Nem. The Town is as it always was and will be, a Talk. 
2 Hum, a Buz, and a great Lye—Do as I bid thee, and} 
tell her, juſt as you left me I was going to make my Court 
to the Princeſs upon her Husband's Tomb, which is true 
too, I mean a Viſit by the way of Conſolation ;. not but: 
I knew it the only Opportunity.to catch a Woman in. the- 
undreſs of. her Soul: nay, I would chooſe ſuch a time 
for my Life, and 'tis like the reſt of thoſe Starts, and 
one of the Secrets of their Nature Why they melt, 
nay, in Plagues, Fire, Famine, War, or any great Cala- 
mity—Mark it Let a Man ftand but right before em, 
and like hunted Hares they run into his Lap. 

Tour. But who's the Inſtrument to bring you to her? 

Nem. Her Uncle, the Yidam, ſhe lies at his Houſe im- 
mur'd in a dark Room, with her Husband's Image in her- 
view, and fo reſolves, he ſays, for Death. However I'll 
ſound her in the Ebb of her Soul; if my Boat run aground: 
tis but calling for Marguerite, and ſhe'll weep a Tide that 
ſhall ſet me afloat agen—As thus, I'll lay the Dauphin 
in her Diſh, noſe her in the Tiptoe of her Pride, rail- 
ing, lying, laming, hanging, drowning, dying, and ſhe 
comes about agen. [Exit. 

Tour. Go thy ways, Petronius; nay, if he were dyin 
too, with his Veins cut, he wou'd call for Wine, Fid- 
———_ Whores, and laugh himſelf into the other 

orld.. 


Euter La March. 


Where's Marguerite? 

Za M. She follows like a Wind, with ſwollen Cheeks; 
ruffled Hair, and glaring Eyes; the Princels of Cieve has 
found her Fury, zor wil ſhe yet believe it. | 


SCENE 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 
SCENE II. 


The Princeſs of Clive. rene in Mourning. SONG, 
as the Princeſs kneel; at the State. 


: I. 
P all ye Nymphs, your Floods unbind, 
| For Strephon's xow u more: 
Tour Treſſes ſpread before the Wind, 
Aud leave the hated Shore; 
* See, ſee, upon the cragg y Rocks, 
Each Goddeſs firipp'd appears; 
They beat their Breaſts, and rend their Locks, 
And fewell the Sea with Tears. 


8 
The Cd of Love that fatal Hour, 
When. this poor Youth was born, 
Had fworn, by Styx, to ſhew his Poxwer, 
He'd kill a Man ere Morn : 
For Strephon's Breaſt he arm d his Dart, 
And watch'd him as they came; 
He cry'd, and ſhot him through the Heart, 
Thy Blud. ſhall quench my Flame. 


III. 


On Stella's Lap he laid his. Head, 
And looking in her Eyes, 

He cryd, Remember when I'm dead, 
That ] deſerve the Prize; . 

Den down his Tears like Rivers ran, 

He figh d, You love, "tis true; 

You love perhaps a better Man, 

But ah! he loves not you. 


CHORUS, 
Why ſhould all things bow to Love, 
Men belaw,. and Gods above? © 
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. hy ſhould all things bow to Love? © 2 


Death and Fate more awful move; 
Death below, and Fate above, 
Death below, and Fate above. 
Mortals, Mortals, try your Skill, 
Seeking Good, or Sunning Ill, 
Fate will be the Burden flill, 

Will be the Burden fill; 

Fate will be the Burden flill, 


Fate will be the Burden fiill. | 
[Throne of Bliſs, 


Princeſs C. Dead, thou dear Lord! — Yet from thy 
If any thing on Earth be worth thy View, | 
Look down and hear me, hear my Sighs and Vows, 

Till Death has made me cold, and wax like thee : 

Water ſhall be my Drink, and Herbs my Food, 

The Marble of my Chapel be my Bed, 

The Altar-Steps my Pillows ; while all Night 

Stretch'd out, I groaning lie upon the Floor, 

Beat my ſwoll'n Breaſts, and thy dear Loſs deplore. 
Iren. Ah! Madam, what a Life have you proper 7 
Princeſ; C. Too little all for an-Offence mine; 

Vet Death has made me cold, and wax like thee: 

For Oh! Irene, where's the Joy? I find it here, 

Yes, I ſhall die without thoſe violent Means, | 

That might have hazarded my Soul — O Heaven — 

O thou that ſeeſt my Heart, and know'ſt my Terrors, 

Wilt thou forgive thoſe Crimes I cou'd not help, - 

And wou'd not hide ? | 
Iren. Doubt not but your Account 

Shall ſtand as fair in his eternal Book, 

As any Saints above —— 

Princeſs C. Take, take me then { 
From this bad World, quench theſe rebellious Thoughts; 
For Oh! I have a Pang, a longing Wiſh 
To ſee the luckleſs Face of lov'd Nemours; 

To gaze a while, and take one laſt Farewel, 

Like one that is to loſe a Limb — Tis gone 

It was corrupt, a Gangrene to my Honour : 

Yet I methinks wou'd view the bleeding Part, 

| Shudder 
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Shudder a little = weep — and grudge at Parting, : 
But by the Soul of my triumphant Sant, | 
I ſwear this longing is without a Guilt, 


Nor ſhall it ever be by my Appointment. 


Enter Nemours. 


Fer. Bat if he ſhou'd attempt this cruel Viſit, 
How wou'd your Heart receive him ? 
Princeſs C. With ſach Temper, 
So clear and calm in height of my Misfortune, 
As thou thy ſelf perhaps wou' dſt wonder at. 
Iren. Ha! but he's here 
Princeſs C. Is't poſſible, my Lord ? 
Has then my Uncle thus betray'd my Honour ? 
Nem. Start not, nor wonder, Madam, but forgive 
The Vidam whe has thus entrapt your Virtue, - 
To end a ling'ring Wretch — that dies for Love 
Princeſs C. For Love, my Lord? is this a time for 
In Tears and Blacks, the Livery of Death ? [Love, 
But what's your hope, if I ſhou'd ſtay to hear you? 
Ah ! what can you expect from rigorous Virtue, 
From Chaſtity as cold as Clews himſelf F a 
You that are made, my Lord, for other Pleaſures . 
Nem. Is this then the Reward of all my Paſſion 


As if there cou'd be any Happineſs 


For this diſconſolate deſpairing Wretch, 
But in your Love alone? 
Princeſs C. You're pleas'd, my Lord, 
That I ſhould entertain you, and' I will, 
Before this dear Remembrancer of Cleve : 
We'll talk of murder'd Love— And you ſhall hear 
From this. abandon'd Part of him that was, 
How- much you have been lov'd. 
Nem. Ha! Madam [fpir'd me 
Princeſs C. Yes, ſighing I ſpeak it, Sir, you have in · 
With ſomething which I never felt before, 
That pleas'd and pain'd the Quicknings of firſt Love; 
Nor fear'd him then, when with his Infant-Beams, 
He dawn'd upon. my chill and ſenſeleſa Blood. 


But 


» 
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But Oh! when he had reach'd his fterce Meridian, 
How different was his Form! that Angel Face, 
With theſe ſhort Rays, ſhot to a glaring God. 
] grew inflam'd, burnt inward, and the Breath 
of the grown Tyrant parch'd my Heart to Aſhes, 
Nor need I bluſh to mie you this Confeſſion, 
Becauſe, my Lord, 'tis done without a Crime. 

Nem. Becauſe of this molt bleſt Diſcovery, 


J am reſolv'd to kneel an Age before you. [nothing, 


Princeſs C. Riſe, I conjure you, riſe, I've told yaw 
But what you knew, my Lord, too well before: 
Not but I always, vow'd to keep thoſe Rules 
My Duty ſhou'd preſcribe. | 

Nem. Strike me not dead, ” 
With Duty's Name, by Heaven I ſwear yowre free 
As Air, as Water, Winds, or open Wilds ; 

There is no Form of Obligation now. 

Nay, let me ſay, for Duty: O forgive me, 
'Tis utmoſt Duty now to keep my Love 
You have confels'd for me. | 

Princeſs C. Tis Duty's C e, 6 
Ihe Voice of Honour, and the Cry. of Love, 

at I ſhould fly from Paris as a Peſt,” 

That J ſhou'd wear theſe Rags of Life away 
In ſunleſs Caves, in Dungeons of Deſpair, 
Where I ſhou'd never think of Man again. 
But more particularly that of-you, 
For Reaſons yet unknown. | 

Nem. Unknown, they are, 
And wou'd to Heaven they might be ever ſo, 
Since *tis impoſſible they ſuou d be juſt; 


Nay, Madam, let me ſay the Ghoſt of Cleve— ¶ Name: 
Prince C. Ah ! Sir, how dare you mention that dear 


That drains my Eyes, and cries to Heaven for Blood ; 
Name it no more without the Conſequence, 

For 'tis but too too true, you were the Cauſe 

Of Clewe's untimely Death, I ſwear I think 
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No leſs than if you had ſtabb d him through the Heart. 


Nem. O! cruel Princeſs; but why ſhou'd I anſwer, 
When thus you. raiſe the Shadow of a Reaſon. 


* — 
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To ruin' me for ever ? Is it a Fault 
To love? then blame not me: No, Madam, no, 
But blame your ſelf, who told it to your Husband ; 
But Oh! you wou'd not argue thus againſt me 
If ever you had lov dd ——— 
You have deceiv'd your ſelf and flatter'd me; 
Why am I thrown elle from the glorious Height, 
Snatch'd in a Moment from my bliſ ful State, 
And hurld like Lightning by the Hand of Fate? 
} Princeſs C. Be ſatisfy'd, my Lord, you are not flatter'd ; 

J have ſuch Love for you, that Duty's Bar 
Wou'd prove too weak to hinder our Engagement: 
But there is more 

Nem. More Fancy, more Chimera ! 
But let it come, ll ſtand the ſtalking Nothing, 
And when the bladder'd Air wou'd turn the Balance, 
T'll caft in Love, ſubſtantial, pondrous Love, 
Eternal Love,. and hurl him to.the Beam. 
But ſpeak, and if a Hell of Separation 
Muſt part my Soul and Body, do not wrack me, 
But let the Poiſon ſteal into my Veins, 


And damn me mildly, Madam, as you can. [laſt time 
Princeſs C. Hear then my Boſom-thought — Tis the 


Le'er ſhall ſee you, and 'tis a poor Reward 
For ſuch a Love; yet, Sir, 'tis all I have, 
And you muſt.ask no more. 

Nem. Be witneſs, Heaven, : 

Of my Obedience; I will ask her nothing. [am 0; 

Princeſs C. Know then, my Lord, you're free, and I 
Free from the eternal Bond of Marriage —— 

My Heart too is inclined by Love like yours, 

Nor can I fear the cenſuring World ſhou'd blame us. 
But now, my Lord, what Power on Earth can give 
Security that Bond ſhall prove eternal? 

Nem. Ha! Madam. 

Princeſs C. Silence, filence, I command you; 
No, no, Nemours, I know the World too well, 
Yau have a Senſe too nice for long Enjoyment: 
Cleve was the Man that only cou'd love long; 
Nor ean I think his Paſſion would have laſted, 


But 
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But that he found I could have none for him. 
*Tis Obſtacle, Aſcent, and Lets and Bars, 
That whet the Appetite of Love and Glory; 
Theſe are the Fuel for that fiery Paſſion : | 
But when the flaſhy Stubble we remove, 
The God goes out, and there's an end of Love. 
Nem. Ah, Madam ! I'm not able to contain, 
But muſt perforce break your Commands to anſwer ; 
Once to be yours, is to be for ever yours, | 
Yours only, without thought of other Woman. [cloy'd, 
Princeſs C. Why this ſounds well, and natural 'till you're 
Buth Oh! when one Satiety has pall'd you, | 
You ſicken at each View, and ev'ry Glance 
Betrays your guilty Soul, and ſays you lothe her. 
I know it, Sir, you have the well bred Caſt 
Of Galantry 74 Parts to gain Succeſs; 
And do but think when various Forms have charm'd you, 
How I ſhould bear the croſs Returns of Love ? 
Nem. Ah, Madam, now I find you are prejudic'd to blaſt 
Princeſs C. Tis Reaſon, all calm Reaſon; [my Hopes, 
Nature affirms no violent Thing can laſt, 
I know't, I ſee't, ev'ry new Face that came 
Wou'd charm you from me — ha! and cou'd I love 
To ſee that fatal Day, and ſee you ſcorn me, 
To hear the Ghoſt of Cleve each Hour upbraid me? 
No, *tis impoſſible, with all my Paſſion, 
Not to ſubmit to theſe Almighty Reaſons ; 
For this I brave your nobleſt Qualities, | 
I'll keep your Form at diſtance, curb my Soul, 
Deſpair of Smiles and Tears, and Prayers and 
And all the Blandiſhments of perjur'd Love: 
I will, I muſt, I ſhall, nay, I can, 
Defy to Death the lovely Traitor Man. 
Nem. No, Madam, think not you ſhall carry't thus; 
'Tis not allowable, tis paſt example, 
Tis moſt unnatural, unjuſt and monſtrous ; 
And were the reſt of Women thus reſolv'd, 
You wou'd deſtroy the Purpoſe of Creation. 
What, when I have the Happinels to pleaſe, 
When Heaven and Earth combine to make us happy, 
| | il 
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Will you defeat the Aim of Deſtiny, 
By moſt unparallePd Extremes of Virtue, 
Which therefore take away its very Being ? 

Princeſs C. Away, I muſt not anſwer, but conjure you 
Never to ſeek occaſion more to ſee me: 

Farewel — "Tis paſt. 

Nem. I cannot let you go: 

'T'l] follow on my Knees, and hold your Robe, 
Till you have promis'd me that I ſhall ſee you, 
'To ſhew you how each Day by flow degrees 

I die away. This you ſhall grant, by Heaven ! 
Or you ſhall ſee my Blood let out before you. 

Princeſs C. Alas! Nemours, O Heav*n! why muſt it be, 
That I ſhou'd charge you with the Death of Clive? 
Alas! why met we not ere I en 
To my dead Lord? and why did Fate divide us? 

. Nem. Fate does not, no 
Tis you that croſs both Fortune, Heaven and Fate; 
Tis you obſtruct my Bliſs, tis you impoſe 

Such Laws as neither Senſe nor Virtue warrant. 

Princeſs C. "Tis true, my Lord, I offer much to Duty, 
Which but ſubſiſts in Thought; therefore have Patience, 
Expect what time, with ſuch a Love as mine, 

May work in yqur behalf; my Husband's Death 
So bleeding, freſh I ſee in the Pangs; 

Nay, look, methinks I ſee his Image riſe, 

And point an everlaſting Separation: 

Yet Oh! it ſhall not be without a Tear. 

Nem. Oh!] Stay. 

Princeſs C. Let go, believe no other Man 
Cou'd thus have wrought me, but your ſelf, to Love — 

Nem. Stay then. 

Princeſs C. T dare not — Think I love you till. 

Nem. I do — But ſtay and ſpeak it o'er again — 

Princeſs C. Believe that I ſhall love you to my Death, 

Nem. I will ; but live and love me. 

Princeſs C. Off, I charge you, | 
Believe this parting wounds me like the Fate 
Of Cleve, or worſe : believe; but Oh ! Farewell 

Nem. Believe, but what ? That laſt Thought I implore. 


Prince} 
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Princeſs C. Believe that you ſhall never ſee me more. 
Exit. 
Enter Vidam. l 

Vid. Well, and how goes the Game? What, on the 
Knee, a gather'd Brow, and a large Dew upon it ? Nay, 
then you're a Loſer. 

Nem. Didſt thou ſee her paſs? 

Vid. I did — ſhe wrung me by the Hand and ſigh'd, 
then look'd back twice, and totter'd on the Thr 
at the Door. 

Nem. Believe that you ſhall never ſee me more — ſhe 
lies; I'll wager my Eſtate, I bed her eighteen Months 
three Weeks hence, at half an Hour paſt Two in the 
Morning. 

Vid. Why Faith, and that's as exact as e er an Aſtro- 
loger of em all. | 
Nem. Give me thy Hand, Vidam, I know the Souls of 

Women better than they know themſelves; 

I know the Ingredients juſt that make them up, 
All to looſe Grains, the ſubtleſt volatile Atoms, 
With the whole miſh-maſh of their Compoſition. 
Hark there without, the Voice of Marguerite : 
Now thou ſhalt ſee a Battle worth the gazing ; 


Mark but how eaſily my Reaſon flings her, 


And yet at laſt F'll ſwing her into Friendſhip, 
Becauſe I love her — 


Enter Bellamore. 


Bell. The Princeſs ———o ſhall I ſtop her? 

Nem. No, let her come, a 
With flying Colours, and with beat of Brun 
Like the Fanatick, I'll but rub me down, 

And then have at her; Vidam, ſtay you here 

By Heaven I'm jealous of this changeable Stuff, 

Therefore the Hits will be the livelier o' both ſides: 

The Dauphin; but no more — ſhe comes, ſhe comes. 
Enter Marguerite ping Bellamore. 

Villain, Devil, Fury, Monſter of a Man; 


Marg. Be gone, 
— But hear me ſix Words in private. 
8 Ente, 
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Enter Poltrot, Celia. 


Pol. And I ſwear by this laſcivious bit of Beauty, I 
will cleave to my Celia, for better for worſe, in Serge, 
Grogrum or Crape, tho' a Queen ſhou'd come in my 
way in beaten Gold 

Nem. What then, Gentlemen, I perceive there has 


been Wars at Home | 
Pol. Not a Battle, my Lord, only a Charge, a Charge 


ſounded, or ſo. 

Nem. What, was it thro' a Trumpet, or a Horn, Sir? 

Pol. A Horn, Sir, a Horn, Sir! no, Sir, twas not 
a Horn, Sir — Only, my Celia, was a little diſdain- 
ful, but we are Friends again, Sir : and what then, Sir? 
 Nem. Come, come, all Friends; were Tournon here [ 
wou'd forgive her; a little Scorn in a pretty Woman, ſo 
it be not too much affected, is a Charm to new Friend- 
ſhip ; therefore let each Man take his Fair one by the 
Hand, thus lay it to his Lips, and ſwear a whole Life's 
Conſtancy —— 

St. A. As I will to my Nelh, tho' I haul Cats at Sea, 
or cry Small-coal ; and for him that upbraids her, I'll 
have more Bobs, than Democritus, when he cry'd Poor 
Fack. There's more Pride in Diogenes, or under a Pu- 
ritan's Cap, than in a King's Crown. 

Nem. For my part, the Death of the Prince of Cleve, 
upon ſecond Thoughts, has truly wrought a change in 
me, as nothing elſe but a Miracle cou'd —— Por firſt, 
I ſee and lothe my Debaucheries — Next, while I am 
in Health, I am reſolv'd to =Y Satisfaction to all J 
have wrong'd; and firſt to this Lady, whom I will make 
my Wife before all this Company ere we part —— 
This, I hope, whenever I die, will convince the World 
of the Ingenuity of my Repentance, becauſe I had the 
Power to go on. 

He well repents that will not fin, yet can ; 

But Death-bed Sorrows rarely ſhew the Man, 
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